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Remark each anxious toil, each eager strife, | 
And watch the busy scenes of crowded life; | 
Ihen say how hope and fear, desire and hate, | = 

| O'erspread with snares the clouded maze of fate. g 

Where wav'ring man, betray'd by vent'rous pride, | 

To tread the dreary paths without a guide; v' 

As treach'rous phantoms in the mist delude, | | = 
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SACRED AND MORAL. 
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THE VANITY OF HUMAN WISHES, 


Leer observation with extensive view, 
Survey mankind, from China to Peru; 
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Shuns fancied ills, or chases airy good. 

How rarely reason guides the stubborn choice, | 

Rules the bold hand, or prompts the suppliant 
voice. 

How nations sink, by darling schemes oppress'd, 

When vengeance listens to the fool's request. 

Fate wings with ev'ry wish the afflictive dart, 

Each gift of nature, and each grace of art, 

With fatal heat impetuous courage glows, 

With fatal sweetness elocution flows, 

mpeachment stops the speaker's pow'rful breath, 

And restless fire precipitates on death. 

But scarce observ'd, the knowing and the bold, 
Fall in the gen' ral massacre of gold; 
Wide-wasting pest! that rages unconfin'd, 

And crowds with crimes the records of mankind 
For gold his sword the hireling ruffian drays, 

For gold the hireling judge distorts the laws; 
Wealth heap'd on wealth, nor truth nor safety 
buys, _ | 

The dangers gather as the treasures rise. 

Let hist'ry tell where rival kings command, 
and dubious title shakes the madded land, 

Vhen statutes glean the refuse of the sword, 
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5 n 8 
How much more safe the vassal than the lord; 
Low sculks the hind beneath the rage of pow'r, 
And leaves the wealthy traitor in the Tow'r, 
Untouch'd his cottage, and his slumbers sound, 
Though confiscation's vultures hover round. 
The needy traveller, serene and gay, 
Walks the wild heath, and sings his toil away. 
Does envy seize thee? crush th' upbraiding joy, 
Increase his riches and his peace destroy, 
Now fears in dire vicissitude invade, 
The rustling brake alarms, and quiv'ring shade, 
Nor light nor darkness bring his pain relief, 
One shows the plunder, and one hides the thief. 
Yet still one gen' ral cry the skies assails, | 
And gain and grandeur load the tainted pales; 
Few know the toiling statesman's fear or care, 
Th' insiduous rival and the gaping heir. 
Once mare, Democritus, arise on earth, 
With cheerful wisdom and instructive mirth, 
See motley life in modern trappings dres'd, 
And feed with varied fools th* eternal jest: 
Thou who couldst laugh where want enchain'd 
| Caprice, 


_ Toit crush'd conceit, and man was of a piece; 
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Where wealth unlov'd without a mourner dy'd; 
And scarce a sycophant was fed by pride; : 

Where ne'er was known the form of mock debate, 
Or seen a new-made mayor's unwieldy state; 
Where change of fav'rites made no change of laws, 
And senates heard before they judg'd a cause; 
How wouldst thou shake at Britain's modish tribe, 
Dart the quick taunt, and edge the piercing * 
Attentive truth and nature to descry, 

And pierce each scene with philosophic eye. 

To thee were solemn toys or empty show, 

The robes of pleasure and the veils of woe: 

All aid the farce, and all thy mirth maintain, 
Whose joys are causeless, or whose griefs are vain. 
Such was the scorn that fill'd the sage's mind, 

Rene we'd at every glance on human kind; 

How just that scorn ere yet thy voice declare, 
Search every state, and canvass ev'ry pray'r. 
Unnumber'd suppliant's crowd preferment's gate, 
A thirst for wealth, and burning to be great; 
Delusive fortune hears th' incessant call, 
They mount, they shine, evaporate, and fall, 


On ev'ry stage the foes of peace attend, 
Hate dogs their flight, and insult mocks their end. 
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Love ends with hope, the sinking statesman's door 
Pours in the morning worshipper no more; 

For growing names the weekly scribbler lies, 
To growing wealth the dedicator flies; 8 
From ev'ry room descends the painted face, 
That hung the bright palladium of the place, 
And smok'd in kitchens, or in auctions sold, 
To better features yields the frame of gold; 

For now no more ve trace in ev'ry line 

Heroic worth, benevolence divine: 
The form distorted justifies the fall, . 

And detestation rids th* indignant wall. 

But will not Britain heat the last appeal, 
Sign her foes doom, or guard her fav'rite's zeal? 
Through freedom's sons no more remonstance 

rings, EE 
Degrading nobles and controuling kings; 

Our supple tribes repress their patriots throats, 
And ask no questions but the price of votes; 
With weekly libets and septennial ale, 
Their wish is full, to riot and to rail. 
In full-blown dignity, see Wolsey stand, 
Law in his voice, and fortune in his hand: 
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To him the church, the realm, their pow 'rs con- 
sign, 

Through him the rays ol regal bounty shine, 

Turn'd by his nod the stream of honour flows, 

His smile alone security bestows :- 

Still to new heights his restless wishes tow'r; 

Claim leads to claim, and pow'r advances pow'r ;: 

Till conquest unresisted ceas'd to please, 

And rights submitted, left him none to seize. 

At length his sov'reign frowns—the train of state 

Mark the keen glance, and watch the sign to hate 

Where: eber he turns he meets a stranger's eye, 

His suppliants scorn him, and his followers fly; 

Now drops at once the pride of awful state, 

The golden canopy, the glitt'ring plate, 

The regal palace, the luxurious board, 

The liv'ried army, and the menial lord. 

With age, with cares, with maladies oppress'd,. 

He seeks the refuge of monastic rest. 

Grief aids disease, remember'd folly stings, 

And his last sighs reproach the faith of kings. 
Speak thou, Whose thoughts at humble mm 


repine, 


Resistless bu 
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Shall Wolsey's wealth, with Wolsey's end be thine? 
Or liv'st thou now, with safer pride content, 
The wisest justice on the banks of Trent? 


For why did Wolsey near the steeps of fate, 


On veak foundations raise th? enormous weight ? 
Why but to sink beneath misfortune's blow, 
With louder ruin to the gulfs below ? 

What gave great Villiers to the assassin's knife, 


And fix'd disease on Harley's closing life? 


What murder'd Wentworth, and what exil'd Hyde, 
By kings protected, and to kings ally'd? 
What but their wish indulg'd in courts to shine, 


And pow'r too great to keep or to resign ? 


When first the college rolls receive his name, 
The young eidaſis quit his ease for fame; 
s the fever of renown, | 
Caught from the strong contagion of the gown: 
O'er Bodley's dome his future labours spread, 
And-* Bacon's mansion trembles o' er his head. 


* There is a tradition, that the study of Friar 
Bacon, built on an arch over the bridge, will fall, 
when a man greater than Bacon shall pass under it. 
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Are these thy views ? proceed, illustrious youth, 
And virtue guard thee to the throne of truth! 
Yet should thy soul indulge the gen'rous heat, 
Till captive science yields her last retreat; 
Should reason guide thee with her brightest ray, 
And pour on misty doubt resistless day; 
Should no false kindness lure to loose delight, 
Nor praise relax, nor difficulty frighht; 
Should tempting novelty thy cell refrain, 
And sloth effuse her opiate fumes in vain; 
Should beauty blunt on fops her fatal dart, 
Nor claim the triumph of a letter'd heart; 
Should no disease thy torpid veins invade, 
Nor melancholy's phantoms haunt thy shade; 
Vet hope not life from grief or danger free, 
Not think the doom of man revers'd for thee: 
Deign on the passing world to turn thine eyes, 
And pause a While from learning, to be wise; 
There mark what ills the scholar's life assail, 
Toll, envy, want, the patron, and the jail, 

See nations slowly wise, and meanly just, 

To buried merit raise the tardy bust. 

If dreams yet flatter, once again attend, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
[ 
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Here Lydiat's life®, and Galileo's end, 1 55 
Nor deem, when learning her last prize bestows, 
The glitt'ring eminence exempt from foes ; 
es the vulgar caps despis'd or aw'd, 


* A very areal divine and mathematician, Fel- 
low of New College Oxford, and rector of Okerton 
near Banbury. He wrote, among many others, a 
Latin Treatise De Natura Cœli, Sc. in which he 
attacked the sentiments of Scaliger and Aristotle: 
not bearing to hear it urged that some things are true 
in philosophy and false i in divinity. He made above 
ix hundred Sermons on the harmony of the Evangel- 
ists. Being unsuccessful i in publishing Is works, he 
lay in the Prison of Bocardo at Oxford, and the 
King's-Bench ; tl Bishop Usher, Dr. Laud, Sir 
Milliam Boswell, and Dr. Pink, released ham by 
paying his debts. He petitioned King Charles I. to 
be sent into Ethiopia, Sc. to procure MSS. Having 
5þoke in favour of monarchy and bishops, he was: 
plundered by the parliament forces, and twice carried 
away prisoner from hus rectory ; and afterwards had 
not a Shirt to shaft him in three months, without he 
borrowed it, and died very poor in 1646. 
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Rebellion's vengeful talons Seize on Laud. 


From meaner minds, though smaller fines content 
The plunder'd palace or squester'd rent; 


Mark'd out by dang'rous parts, he meets the shock, 

And fatal learning leads him to the block: 

Around his tomb let art and genius weep, 

But here his death, ye blockheads, hear and sleep. 
The festal blazes, the triumphal show, 

The ravish'd standard, and the captive foe, 

The senate's thanks, the gazette's pompous tale, 

With force resistless o'er the brave prevail. 

Such bribes the rapid Greck o'er Asia whirl'd, 

For such the steady Romans shook the world; 

For such in distant lands the Britons Shine, 

And stain with blood the Danube or the Rhine; 

This pow'r has praise, that virtue scarce can warm, 

Till fame supplies the universal charm. 

Yet reason frowns on war's unequal game, 


Where wasted nations raise a single name, 


And mortgag'd states their grandsires wreaths 


regret, 

From age to age in everlasting debt; 

Wreaths which at last the dear-bought right con- 
vey- 
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To rust on meda s, or on stones decay. 
On what foundation stands the warrior's pride, 

How just his hopes let Swedish Charles decide; 

4 A frame of adamant, a soul of fire, 
| No dangers fright him, and no labours tire; 

O'er love, o'er fear, extends his wide domain, 
Unconquer'd lord of pleasure and of pain; 

No joys to him pacific sceptres yield, 
War sounds the rump, he rushes to the field; 
Behold surrounding kings their pow'rs combine, 


And one capitulate, and one gesign; | | - i 
Peace courts his hand, but spreads her charms in | 
| . vain; | | . 5 4 


„Think nothing gain'd, he eries, till nought remain 
* On Moscow's walls till Gothic standards fly, _ 
And all be mine beneath the polar sky.“ 


| The march begins in military state, | 4 
| And nations on his eye suspended wait; 1 
| Stern Famine guards the solitary coast, | ; 
; And Winter barricades the realms of Frost; * | 
He comes, nor want nor cold his course delay 3 
Hide, blushing Glory, hide Pultowa's day : 1 
The vanquish'd hero leaves his broken bands, I 
And shews his miseries in distant lands; 1 
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Condemn'd a needy supplicant to wait, 
While ladies interpose, and slaves debate. 
But did not Chance at length her error mend | 
Did no subverted empire mark his end? 4 
Did rival monarchs give the fatal wound? 
Or hostile millions press him to the ground ? 
His fall was destin'd to a barren strand, 
A petty fortress, and a dubious hand; 
He left the name, at which the world grew pane, 
To point a moral, or adorn a tale. 

All times their scenes of pompous woes NG, | 
From Persia's tyrant, to Bavaria's lord. 
In gay hostility, and barb'rous pride, 
With half mankind embattled at his side, 
Great Xerxes comes to seize the certain prey, 
And starves exhausted regions in his way; 
Attendant Flatt'ry counts his myriads o'er, 


Till counted myriads sooth his pride no more; 
Fresh praise is try'd till madness fires his mind, 
The waves he lashes, and enchains the wind; 


e ee — nd Pe 
\ ” 


New pow'rs are claim'd, new pow'rs are still 
| bestow'd, 

Till rude resistance lops the spreading god; 

The daring Greeks deride the martial show, 


* 
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And heap their vallies with the gaudy foe; 
Th' insulted sea with humbler thoughts he gains, 
A single skiff to speed his flight remains; 
Th” incumber'd oar scarce leaves the dreaded coast 
Through purpl, billows and a floating host. 
The bold Bavarian, in a luckles hour, 
Tries the dread summits of Cæsarean pow'r, 
With unexpected legions bursts away, 
And sees defenceless realms receive his sway ; 
Short sway! fair Austria spreads her mournful 
charms, 75 | | 
The queen, the beauty, Sets the world in arms; 
From hill to hill the beacons rousing blaze 
Spreads wide the hope of plunder and of praise; 
The fierce Croatian, and the wild Hussar, 
With all the sons of ravage, crowd the war; 
The baffled prince in honour's flatt'ring bloom 
Of hasty greatness, finds the fatal doom, 
His foes derision, and his subjects blame, 
And steals to death from anguish and from shame. 
Enlarge my life with multitude of days, 


In health, in sickness, thus the suppliant prays; 


self his state, and shuns to know, 
cted, is protracted woe. 
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Time hovers o'er, impatient to destroy, 

Aud huts up all the passages of joy: 

In vain their gifts the bounteous seasons pour, 
The fruit autumnal, and the vernal flow'r, 

With listless eyes the dotard views the store, 

He views, and wonders that they please no more ; 
Now pall the tasteless meats, and joyless wines, 


And Luxury with sighs her slave resigns. 
Approach, ye minstrels, try the soothing strain, 


Diffuse the tuneful lenitives of pain: 

No sounds, alas; would touch th? impervious ear, 

Though dancing mountains witnes'd Orpheus 
near; | 

Nor lute nor lyre his feeble pow'rs attend, 


Nor sweeter music of a virtuous friend, 


But everlasting dictates crowd his tongue, 

Perversely grave or positively wrong. 

The still returning tale, and ling'ring jest, 

Perplex the fawning niece and pamper'd guest, 

While growing hopes scarce awe the gath'ring 
sneer, 

And scarce a legacy can bribe to hear; 

The watchful guest still hint the last offence, 

The daughter's petulance, the son's expence, 


— ——— 


POEMS, | SACRED AND MORAL, 15 
; — — 


2—— 


Improve his heady rage with treach'rous skill, 

And mould his passions till they make his will, 
Unnumber” maladies his joints invade, 

Lay siege to life, and press the dire blockade; 

But unextinguish'd av'rice still remains, 


And dreaded losses aggravate his pains; 


He turns, with anxious heart and crippled hands, 


His bonds of debt, and mortgages of lands; 

Or views his coffers with suspicious eyes, 

Unlocks his gold, and counts it till he dies. 
But grant, the virtues of a temp'rate prime 
Bless with an age exempt from scorn or crime; 
An age that melts with unperceiv'd decay, 


And glides in modest innocence away; 
Whose peaceful day benevolence endears, 


Whose night congratulating conscience cheers! 
The gen'ral fav'rite as the gen'ral friend: 

Such age there is, and who shall wish its end? 

Yet ev'n on this her load misfortune flings, 

To press the wcary minutes flagging wings; 

New sorrow rises as the day returns, 
A sister sickens, or a daughter mourns, 

Now kindred merit fills the sable bier, 

Now lacerated friendship claims a tcars 


| 
| 
| 
j 
| ; 
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Year chases year, decay pursues decay, 
Still drops some joy from with'ring life away; 
New forms arise, and diff*rent views engage, 
Superfluous lags the vet'ran on the stage, 

Till pitying nature signs the last release, 


And bids afflicted worth retire to peace. 


But few there are whom hours like these await,” 


Who set unclouded in the gulfs of fate. 


From Lydia's monarch should the search descend, 

By Solon caution'd to regard his end, 

In life's last scene what prodigies surprise, 

Fears of the brave, and follies of the wise? 

From Marlb'rough's eyes the streams of dotage 
flow, 


And Swift expires 2 driv'ler and a show. 


The teeming mother, anxious for her race, 
Begs for each birth the fortune of a face: 
Yet Vane could tell what ills from beauty spring; 
And Sedley curs'd the form that pleas'd a king. 
Ye nymphs of rosy lips and radient eyes, | 
Whom pleasure keeps too busy to be wise, 
Whom joys with soft varieties invite, 
By day the frolic, and the dance by night, 
Who frown with vanity, who smile with art, 
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Ani nd the law fashion of the heart, 

What care, what rules TR. heedless charts Shall 
save, 

Each nymph your rival, and each youth. your 
Slave? 

Against your fame with 8 hate combines, 

The rival batters, and the lovers mines. 

With distant voice neglected virtue calls, 

Less heard and less, the faint remonstrance falls; 

Tir'd with contempt, she quits the slipp'ry reign, 

And pride and prudence take her seat in vain. | 

In crowd at once, where none the pass defend, 

The harmless freedom, and the private friend. 

The guardians yield, by force superior ply'd; 

I0o int'rest, prudence; and to flatt' ry, pride. 

Here beauty falls betray'd, despis'd, distress'd, 

And hissing infamy proclaims the rest. 

Where then shall — and fear their objects 

find ? 


Must dull suspence corrupt the stagnant mind? 


Must helpless man, in ignorance Sedate, 
Roll darkling down the torrent of his fate? 
Must no dislike alarm, no wishes rise, 

No cries invoke the mercies of the skies? 
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Inquirer, cease, petitions yet remain, 


Which Heav'n may hear, nor deem religion vain» 


Still raise for good the supplicating voice, 

But leave to Heav'n the measure and the choice, 
Safe in his pow'r, whose eyes discern afar 

The secret ambush of a specious pray'r. 
Implore his aid, in his decisions rest, 

Secure whate'er he gives, he gives the best. 

Yet when the sense of sacred presence fires, 

And strong devotion to the skies aspires, 


Pour forth thy fervours for a healthful mind, 


Obedient passions, and a will resign'd; 


For love, which scarce collective man can fill; 


For patience, sov'reign o'er transmuted ill; 


For faith, that panting for a happier seat, 
Counts death kind nature's signal of retreat : 
These goods for man the laws of heav'n ordain, 
These goods he grants, who grants the pow'r to 

gain; e | | | 
With these celestial wisdom calms the mind, 
And makes the happiness she does not find. 
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THE HERMIT. 


Fax in a wild, unknown to public view, 
From youth to age a reverend Hermit grew; 
The moss his bed, the cave his humble cell, 
His food the fruits, his drink the crystal well: 
Remote from man, with Ged he pass'd his days, 
Pray'r all his business, all his pleasure praise. 
A life so sacred, such serene repose, 
Seem'd heav'n itself, till one suggestion rose 
That vice should triumph, virtue vice obey; 
This sprung some doubt of Providence's way: 
His hopes no more a certain prospect boast, 
And all the tenour of his soul is lost. 
So when a smooth expanse receives imprest 
Calm nature's image on its wat'ry breast, 
Down bend the banks, the trees depending grow, 
And skies beneath with answering colours glow 
But if a stone the gentle sea divide, 
Swift ruffling circles curl on every side, 
And glimm'ring fragments of a broken sun; 
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— trees, and skies, i in thick disorder run. 

To clear this doubt, to know the world by 

sight, 

To find if books or swains report it right 
(For yet by swains alone the world he knew, 
Whose feet came wand'ring o'er the nightly dew) 
He quits his cell; the pilgrim-staff he bore, 
And fix'd the scallop in his hat before; 
Then with the sun a rising journey went, 
Sedate to think, and watching each event. 

The morn was wasted in the pathless grass, 
And long and lonesome was the wild to pass; 
But when the southern sun had warm'd the day, 
A youth came posting o'er a crossing way 3 
His raiment decent, his complexion fair, 

And soft in graceful ringlets wav'd his hair: 
Then near approaching, « Father, hail!” he cried; 
And © hail, my son!' the rev'rend sire replied; 
Words followed words, from question answer 
flow'd, 

And talk of various kind deceiv'd the road; 

Till each with other pleas'd, and loth to part, 
While in their age they differ, join in heart. 
Thus stands an aged elm in ivy bound, 
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Thus youthful ivy clasps an elm around. 


Now sunk the sun; the closing hour of day 
Came onward, mantled o'er with sober grey; | 
Nature in silence bid the world repose: 

When near the road a stately palace rose. 

There, by the moon, thro' ranks of trees they pass, 

Whose verdure crown'd their sloping sides of 
1 N 

It chanc'd the noble master of the dome 

Still made his house the wand'ring stranger's home; 

Vet still the kindness, from a thirst of praise, 

Prov'd the vain flourish of expensive ease. 

The pair arrive: the livery'd servants wait; 

Their lord receives them at the pompous gate, 

The table groans with costly piles of food, 

And all is more than hospitably good. 

Then, led to rest, the day's long toil they drown, 
Deep sunk in sleep, and silk, and heaps of down, 
At length 'tis morn, and at the dawn of day 

Along the wide canals the zephyrs play ; 
Fresh o'er the gay parterres the breezes creep, 
And shake the neighb'ring wood to banish Sleep, 


Up rise the guests, obedient to the call; 


An early banquet dech'd the splendid hall; 
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Rich luscious wine a golden goblet grac'd, 
Which the kind Master forc'd his Guests to taste. 


Then pleas'd and thankful, from the porch they 


80 
And, but the Landlord, none had cause of woe: 
His cup was vanish'd; for in secret guise 
The younger Guest purloin'd the glittering prize. 
As one who spies a serpent in his way, 
Glist'ning and basking in the summer ray, 
Disorder'd stops to shun the danger near; | 
Then walks with faintness on, and looks with fear: 
So seem'd the Sire, when far upon the road, 
The shining spoil his wiley partner showed. 
He stopp'd with silence, walked with trembling 
heeart, 5 | 
And much he wish'd, but durst not ask, to part: 
Murm'ring he lifts his eyes, and thinks it hard 
That gen'rous actions meet a base reward. 
Whilethus they pass, the sun his glory shrouds 
The changing skies hang out their sable clouds; 
A sound in air presag'd approaching rain, 
And beasts to coverts scud across the plain, 
Warn'd by the signs, the wand”ring pair retreat 
To seek for shelter at a neigt:bouring seat: 
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*T'was built with turrets on a rising ground, 
And strong, and large, and unimprov'd around; 
Its Owner's temper tim'rous and severe, 


Unkind and griping, caus'd a desart there. 


As near the Miser's heavy doors they drew, 
Fierce rising gusts with sudden fury blew; 


The nimble light'ning mix'd with show'rs began, 


And o'er their heads loud rolling thunder ran. 


Here long they knock, but knock or call in vain, 


Driv'n by the wind and batter'd by the rain. 

At length some pity warm'd the Master's breast 
(Tas then his threshold first receiv'd a guest): 
Slow creaking turns the door with jealous care, 
And half he welcomes in the shiv'ring pair; 


One frugal faggot lights the naked walls, 


And Nature's fervour through their limbs recalls: 
Bread of the coarsest sort, with meagre wine 
(Each hardly granted) serv'd them both to dine; 
And when the tempest first appear'd to cease, 
A ready warning bid them part in peace. 

With still remark the pond'ring Hermit view'd, 
In one so rich, a life so poor and rude; 


And why should such (within himself he cry'd) 


Lock the lost wealth a thousand want beside? 
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But what new marks of wonder soon take place 
In every settling feature of his face, 

When from his vest the young companion bore 
That cup the gen'rous Landlord own'd before, 
And paid profusely with the precious bowl 


The stinted kindness of his churlish soul. 


But now the clouds in airy tumult fly; 
The Sun emerging opes an azure sky; 
A fresher green the smelling leaves display, 


And, glitt'ring as they tremble, cheer the day: 


The weather courts them from the poor retreat, 


And the glad master bolts the wary gate. 


While hence they walk, the Pilgrim's bosom 
wrought . 
With all the travel of uncertain thought; 

His partner's acts without their cause appear: 
*Twas there a vice, and seem'd a madness here: 
Detesting that, and pitying this, he goes, 

Lost and confounded with the various shows. 
Now night's dim shades again involve the sky; 
Again the wanderers want a place to lie; 

Again they search, and find a lodging nigh, 
The soil improv'd around, the mansion net, 


And neither poorly low nor idly great; 


POEMS, SACRED. AND MORAL. 25 


It nd to nk its master's turn of mind, 

Content, and not for praise but virtue kind. 
Hither the walkers turn with weary feet, 

Then bless the mansion, and the master greet : 


Their greeting fair, bestow'd with modest guise, 


The courteous master hears, and thus replies: 
& Without a vain, without a grudging heart, 


Io him who gives us all, I yield a part; 


From him you come, for him accept it here, 
A frank and sober, more than costly cheer.” 


He spoke, and bid the welcome table spread, 
Then talk'd of virtue till the time of bed; 


When the grave houshold round his hall repair, 
Warn'd by a bell, and close the hours with pray'r. 
At length the world, renew'd by calm repose, 

Was strong for toil, the dappl'd morn arose; 
Before the pilgrims part, the younger crept 

Near the clos'd cradle, where an infant slept, 
And writh'd his neck: the landlord's little pride, 


O strange return! grew black, and gasp'd, and 
died, 


Horror of horrors! what! his Oe son; 


How look'd our Hermit when the fact was done! 


Not hell, tho? hell's black jaws in sunder part, 


— 


And breathe blue fire, could more assault his 
heart. | 

Confus'd, and struck with silence at the deed, 

He flies, but trembling, fails to fly with speed. 

His steps the youth pursues; the country lay 

Perlex'd with roads; a servant show'd the way: 

A. river cross'd the path; the passage o'er 

Was nice to find; the servant trod before ; 

Long arms of oaks an open bridge supplied, 

And deep the waves beneath the bending glide. 

The youth, who seem'd to watch a time to sin, 

Approach'd the careless guide, and thrust him in; 

Plunging he falls, and rising lifts his head, 

Then flashing turns, and sinks among the dead. 
While sparkling rage inflames the Father's eyes, 

He bursts the bands of fear, and madly cries, 

Detested wretch !-—But scarce his speech began, 

When the strange partner seem'd no longer man: 


His youthful face grew more serenely sweet; 


His robe turn'd white, and flow'd upon his feet; 
Fair round of radiant points invest his hair: 
Celestial odours breathe through purpled air; 
And wings, whose colours glitter'd on the day, 


Wide at his back their gradual plumes display. 
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The form ethereal bursts upon his sight, 
And moves in all the majesty of light. 

Tho? loud at first the Pilgrim's passion grew, 
Sudden he gaz'd, and wist not what to do; 
Surprize in secret chains his words suspends, 
And in a calm his settling temper ends. 
But silence here the beauteous angel broke 
(The voice of music ravish/d as he spoke.) 

„Thy pray'r, thy Praise, thy life to vice un- 

known, 
In sweet memorial rise before the throne: 
These charms success in our bright region find, 
And force an angel down to calm thy mind; 
For this commission'd, I forsook the sky; 
Nay, cease to kneel— thy fellow-servant I. 

„Then know the truth of government divine, 
And let these scruples be no longer thine. 

*The Maker justly claims that world he made, 
In this the right of Providence is laid; 

Its sacred majesty through all depends 

On using second means to work his ends; 

"Tis thus, withdrawn in state from human eye, 
The Power exerts his attributes on high, 

Your actions uses, nor controuls your will, 
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And bids the doubting sons of men be still. 
| * What strange events can strike with more 
vurprize, 
Than those which lately 5 thy wond'rng 
eyes? 
Yet, taught by these, confess th' Almighty just, 
And where you can't unriddle, learn to trust. 
The great, vain man, who far'd on costly 
Whose life was too luxurious to be good; 

Who made his iv'ry stands with goblets shine, 
And forc'd his guests to morning crank of 
| wine, 

Has, with the cup, the graceless custom lost, 
And still he welcomes, but with less of cost. 

+ The mean suspicious wretch, whose bolted 
= +. | _ 

Neꝰ er mov'd in pity to the wand'ring poor, 
With him I left the cup, to teach his mind 
That heav'n can bless, if mortals will be kind. 
Conscious of wanting worth, he views the bowl, 
And feels compassion touch his grateful soul. 
Thus artists melt the sullen ore of lead, 
With heaping coals of fire upon its head; 
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In the kind warmth the metal learns to glow, 
And, loose from dross, the silver runs below. 
Long had our pious friend in virtue trod, 
But now the child helf an his heart from 
__ God; | 
(Child of his age) for 150 he liv'd i in pain, 
And measur'd back his steps to earth again. 
To what excesses had his dotage run! 
But God, to save the father, took the son. 
To all but thee in fits he seem'd to go; 
And 'twas my ministry to deal the blow. 
The poor fond parent humbl'd in the dust, 
Now owns in tears the punishment was just. 
& But how had all his fortunes felt a wrack, 
Had that false servant sped in safety back! 
This night his treasur'd heaps he meant to steal, 
And what a fund of charity. would fail! | 
6 Thus Heav'n instructs 28555 mind: this trial . 
_ o'er, | 
Depart in peace, resign, and sin no more.” 
On sounding pinions here the youth with drew: 
The sage stood wond'ring as the seraph flew. 
Thus look'd Elisha, when, to mount on high, 
His master took the chariot of the sky: 
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The fiery pomp ascending, left the view; 
The prophet gaz'd, and wish'd to follow too. 

The bending Hermit here a pray'r begun: 
Lord! as in hear' n, on earth thy will be done + 
Then gladly turning, sought his ancient place, 
And pas'd a life of piety and peace. 


THE ILLUMINATION. 


,  / FLO VER oo and these enen 
signs 

Of general joy, my senses that Salute? 
That bid my brow be smooth, and bosom bound, 
And all my heart be holiday? What means 
The cannon's roar that rends the shatter d sky? 
The stunning peal the merry steeples pour? 
At dead of night, along the starry street, 
This flaring luxury of festive light, 
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From every window flung ?— Wherefore thus 
laughs | 
The hour of e ?—Now that we midnight 
bell 
Doth with his iron tongue and brown 3 
Strike one,” —why walks abroad the undrowsy 
iq, noe | 
| Night's ghosts, and goblins, groans and shadows 
dire, ö | | 
All shone away, that e'en unshudd'ring walks 
Bold Superstition forth? why is © proud Night, 
| Attended with the pleasures of the world, 
Thus all so wanton and so full of gawds?” 
What fair event, to polish'd bosoms dear, 
In polish'd life inspires this blaze of joy ?— 
Say, hath the African fair freedom, found? 
Spite of his shade at length. confess'd a man, 
Nor longer whipp'd because he i is not white — 
That were a jubilee for heav'n to join; 
To extort the gelid hermit from his cell; 
Inflame his brook-fed blood, and force him bring 
His sober foot to swell the city rout, 
With virtuous riot reeling, and with Joy 
_ Glorioudly giddy !—But tis not for this, 
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Tis not for this, the ee Ke vies with noon, 
Sing Io Pæan, Io Pæan sing 

Thousands of pulses, high with health that leap'd, 

Whose sprightly spring, to Time's oppression left, 

Or to Disease's weight, had play'd perhaps | 


A length of years, by speedier fates laid still, 


Ne'er to go on again, or stir, have stopp'd.— 
On yon blest sun, all as a bridegroom gay, 
Whom to behold it is a pleasant thing 

For every eye; who lays on earth and skies 
These lively colours, and bids Nature's face 
This boundless smile of various Beauty wear; 
A multitude (th' ecstatic tidings tell) 

A multitude of eyes, at which the heart 


_ Look'd laughing out upon the day, are clos'd.— 


On his delicious light (transporting thought!) 

They never more shall look !—Illume, illume. 

The glowing street! nor let one window rob 

The general rapture of a ray it owes! 

Religion joins the joy: of those fair works, 

Which He, whose wondrous wisdom all things - 
made, | {| 


Made in his image, or detent foul, 
Or fatal rent (more lights, more lights emit!) 
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A myriad has received. —This is th' event, 
The fair event to polish'd bosoms dear, 

In polish'd life that lights this blaze of joy. 

For this the cannon's thunder thumps the ear; 

For this their merry peal the steeples pour; 

For this dun night her raven hue resigns, 

And, in-this galaxy of tapers prank'd, 

Mimics meridian day !-—hence the high joy 

That calls the city's swarms from out their cells, 

Laughs in each eye, and dances in each heart, 

Prolongs'their vigils, and shakes off the dews 

That hovering Sleep from off her wings lets fall 

On their light lids, that will not let lie on em 

The poppy drops, the high excitement such! 

All to the feast, the Feast of Blood! repair. 


The high, the low, old men and prattling babes, 


Young men and maidens, all to grace the feast, 
Light-footed trip,—the feast, THE FEAST OF 
BLOOD! 6 
But here comes one that seems to out- rejoĩce 
All the rejoicing tribe! wild is her eye, 
And frantic is her air, and fanciful 
Her sable suit, and round she rapid rolls 
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Her beauteous eyes upon the spangled street, 
And drinks with greedy gaze the sparkling scene. 
And, See! she cries, © how 580 have grac'd 
| the hour 

That gave him to his grave! hail, lovely ape 
In honour of that hour, a grateful land 

Hath hung aloft — and sure he well deserves 
the tributary splendour—for he fought 

Their battles well—Oh! he was valour's self! 
Brave as a lion's was my Henry's heart! | 
Fierce was the look with which he fac'd the foe; 
But on his Harriet when my hero bent it, 
*T was so benign !—and beautiful he was 
And he was young—too young in years to die— 
Twas but a little while his wing had thrown 
Its guardian Shadow o'er me—but tis gone 
Fall'n is my $hield—Yet see now if I weep— 
A British warrior's widow should not weep— 
Her hero sleeps in honour's fragrant bed— | 
So they all tell me—and I've nobly learn'd 
Their gallant lesson—all my tears are gone — 

Bright glory's beam has dried them every drop! 
No, no, I scorn to weepg—high is mine heart! 
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Hot are mine eyes! there's no weak water there! 


is true, I should have ee mother 


would not? 
To have shown him that sweet babe, o'er which 
he wept 
When last he kiss'd it—yes he doi ae 
My warrior wept !—as the weak woman's tears 
From off this cheek, where now I none can feel, 
He kiss'd away, he wet it with his own.— 


Oh! yes it would —'twould have been sweet | 


t' have shown him 
How his dear lovely boy had grown, a hu. 
Beheld it cradled, and t' have bid it call him 


By the fond name that I had taught it utter 


In softest tones, while he was thunder hearing, 
And thunder hurling round him for his hand 
Would not be idle amid deeds of glory— 
Yes—glory, glory, glory is the word— 

See! how it glitters all along the street! '” 


And then she laughs and wildly leaps along 


With tresses all untied. Fair wretch! adieu! 
In mercy Heav'n thy shatter'd peace repair! 
Mankind, wild race! a are your moons to 
"_ 


- —̃ fs; 09> — 


36 , POEMS, 'SACRED AN D MORAL. 


Thro' all your races that this rage hath run? 
That this demoniac, worse than dog-star madness 
*Mong all your nations, in each age hath foam' dp 
E'en elemental strife more lasting love, 5 


| ' Than ye have shown, of soothing Peace displays! ö 
| | | Proportion'd to the periods of their wrath, 2 
F For more protracted intervals your seas 3 
1 Abstain from tempest; — your less angry skies 3 
A With greater length of season are serene; 0 
, In your wild forests the loud bestial rage ; 
| Suspends its roaring longer, than have paus'd | 
Your death-denouncing trumpets; than your arms ; 
; Have ceas'd their odious an! and the calm I 
We. a,, wt I 
18 . Beneath the lovely olive's placid 1 2 
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In sweet repose from loud alarms hath lain, 

7 And, lull'd in amiable quiet, known 

| | 8 A space of partial innocence and gold; 

5 A sickly gleam of languid amity, | 

| | Whose wat'ry shine foretels returning clouds. 
| Who that stands still, and fixes on the fact | 
His thoughtful eye, and doth not feel his sense 
Swim round with wonder, and his soul lie hush'g 
In the dead stillness of astonishment ? 
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That this amazing maniac rage hath been, 


Not of some single race th* eccentric-crime, 


For following ones to rise and wonder at, 

By some peculiar and uncommon cause 

To this wild start from Nature's orbit flung, 
Struck by some stranger star's erratic wrath _ 
With strange distraction no brief flighty fit; — 


From men's accustom'd line a single leap; 


Transient distortion of their standing state; 

From their staid usage one wild shoot aside; 

By strong distemper's paroxysm inspir'd, 

Some all- infecting fever's fierce excess, 

When at its hottest and brain burning height; 
But a i phrenzy ;—of their dreadful way 

The steady tenour; the deep scarlet shame 

On Reason's redden'd cheek bidding: burn on 
Thro' rolling ages, an establish'd blush! 
Protracted tragedy! as long as deep! 


Whose unspent horror thro”. all time hath Spun 


_ The. harrowing tale! Of er history's . 
course 
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And he that reads iis pages, rightly calls FRO 
Records of Carnage, Chronicles of Blood! 
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WAR ELEGY. 


— — 


Oben once the haughty baron's house of war, 


Now to a county's dreary jail decay'd, 


Whose ruin frowns on yon tall hill from far, 


The dead of night had thrown its deepest shade: 


Hush'd lay the captive foes of angry law; 
Loud clanking chains the ear no longer fill, 

Oblivion bless'd the hopeless felon's straw, 
And Mis'ry's mad, inebriate mirth was still. 


But one there was hose lids refus'd to close; 
More greatly curs'd, one daughter of Despair, 


Who wildly thus pour'd forth her wakeful woes 


Thro' the deep silence of the ee air; — 


4 Tis well—tis well: my sorest ill is o'er :— 


Thou little wretch, that caus'd my kneenest Pains. 
Shalt lift thy piteous looks to me no more, 
For food my utmost efforts fail'd to gain! 
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Come, kill the mother who her child has kill'd!* 
Haste, righteous judges, and avenge the deed! 


Yes, men of justice, I've for ever still'd 


The raging famine that J could not feed. 


Death, to thy gate I come at last for aid! 

1 knock'd at others, and they gave me none: 
] and my babe are perishing,” I said; 

Me and my babe they sternly bad begone ! 


Friend to the poor! an outcast wretch receive! 


From woes the wealthy will not, thou wilt save! 
Thy kinder hand shall all my wants relieve :;— 
No hunger gnaws us in the easy grave, 


* The poor woman, having lost her husband in the 


war, and having implored relief at Several doors in 


vain, in the town of Liverpool, in a fit of desperation, 
took her child ( about three years old) in the public 


 street, and dashed its head against the wall imme- 


diately Surgical aid was called, but in vain, Upon 
oßening the body of the child, the surgeon gave it as 
his opinion, that its Stomach had not received food for 


three days before. The miserable mother is committed 


to Lancaster Castle. Cams. IX TEX. Aug. 13 1795+ 
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No mother o'er her starving infant 4. 
Her empty hands with raving anguish wrings? 
What was it brac'd this heart such pangs to bear? 
Ho came ye not to crack, ye iron strings? 


Bread sweetest suppliant— ask it not of me 
The last, last crumb I had, has long been gone: 

Come, shall I lift thee up, and let thee see, 

That shelf thine eager gaze devours, has none! 


Take off those craving, cruel eyes from me; 
| Look thus at them, who feast on sumptuous. 
Yonder they sit !—the loaded tables see 

ny Wer king eyes, pale sufferer, there. 


TO e false:—did 7 the murder do! 
Say not twas 7 that stain'd the street with gore: 

Ve hard, unmelting sons of Wealth, twas you! 
In vain I wept for succour at your door. 


Ye would not let my little cherub live; 
Rocks ye refus'd to lend it longer breath: 
A mother gave it all she had to give 

Cave it a beggar'd mother's ä 
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Heav*ns!—how I strove my innocent to save! 
Till my worn spirit could no longer strive; 
No more endure to hear the breath I gave 

All spent in cries for bread I could not give! 


For three long days my wond'rous patience bore 

Those ne'er to be forgot, heart-piercing cries 3 
Bore to behold the pining looks implore—- | 
Bore the dumb hunger of the hollow eyes ! 


For joy a child is born into the world, 1% 
' Delirious mother, that her pain forgets! | a 
Mine out again this hand in mercy hurl'd! 
With juster joy my bounding bosom beats! 


Here what but wolves, but wild destroyers dwell | 
They tore my husband from my helpless side, 

And, when the father in their battles fell, = 
A little bread his famish'd babe denied. OE, 


When Surfeit swells while wasting thousands die, 
When Riot roars amidst surrounding groans, 

Whence springs the patience of the quiet sky? 
What keeps ye silent, ye unruffled stones? 
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Farewel, thou dreary scene of want and woe! 
The poor to dust where hard oppressors grind ; 
Force scas of blood and seas of tears to flow, 
And triumph in the torments of mankind! 


My fellow-victims! that so calmly lie, 
Nor join the vigils these parch'd eyes must keep, 
Forget ful each of all his misery, | 

I also, sound as you, shall shortly sleep. 


Fly, my deliverers !—hither wing your way! 
Come, in your robes of beauteous office, come! 

And you, ye brightest sun-beams, deck the day, 
That to her rest a weary wretch shall doom.“ 
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WAR, A FRAGMENT. 
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How much abhorr'd should hell- fed Passion be! 
How much should man foul Anger's ocean flee! 
High on whose surge his giddy: bark is toss'd, 
His rudder broken, and his anchor lost; | 
Whilst hidden fires his frantic bosom scorch, 
Whilst to his eye the Furies hold their torch ; 
Adjust each feature with satanic grace, 5 
And dance their orgies round his kindred face. 
Oh! Charity, fair daughter of the skies, 
How many a hateful form before Thee flies, 
On whose dark brow, and grinning smile, and yell, 
Thou might'st, if justice reign'd, for ever dwell! a 
Vet thou hast mark d their faults, whilst pity sigh'd, 
And to disturb thy peace, their little powers 
defy'd. OY 
But whilst of happiness we feebly tell, 
And praise her worth, and paint her halcyon cell; 
Declare of joys that round their parent twine, 
And speak of shores where suns perpetual shine: 
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_ How many pence-bought engines wield the spear, 
Whose slavish breasts this sun must never cheer! 


How many myriads of the human race, 
On carnage bent, the name of man disgrace! 
Some lazy tyrant's hireling tool obey, _ 
And rush like blood-hounds on heir I 
n 
If on the slaughter'd field some mind 8 
Should stop to sooth a gasping Soldier's pain; 


Enquire the cause that urg'd him to engage 


In war's fell clangor, and infernal rage; | 
I know no cause,“ his trembling tongue replies, 


And with a hollow groan. distends his frame, and 


dies. 
Orlando, urg'd by Pity, whisp'ring near, 
The victims of a stubborn fight to cheer; 
When a fam'd City hail'd the victor band, - 


And ceas'd to glut with blood th* neighbouring 


| land; by 57 
At midnight's solemn hour withdrew to tread 


The plain bestrew'd with dying and with dead: 


Long had it stood the thundering blast of war, 
And long.defy'd Britannia's tow'ring car, 
Till stalking Famine in her haggard form, 
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Withstood the longer fight, and hush'd the storm: 
Sad o'er, the carnage of the finish'd fray, 
Cast its red gleams, the sun's departing ray: 
The hollow-sounding zephyr floating near, | 
Wont to convey the shout or clashing spear; 
Now bears the trembling accents of dispair, 
And wafts alone the wounded wretch's prayer. 
As the pale moon disclos'd her silver beam, 
Orlando pass'd the town's encircling stream, 
That on its surface many a carcass bore, 
Staining the shatter'd walls with patriot gore. 
Pensive, and slow, Orlando bent his way, 
Through the wide carnage of the deadly fray; 


Thousands of bloodless trunks the ground had 


stain'd, : 


Whilst sorely wounded thousands still remain'd; 


Wailing in broken groans a soldier's fate, 

As on their faded cheeks grim anguish Sate: 

Chill'd by the wizard Horror's icy dart; 

The life blood stagnates in Orlando's heart. 
Unnumber'd eyes, just glimm'ring on the verge 

Of death's dark precincts, and o erwhelming surge, 

Scem'd to implore his aid, and gently say, 


« Oh! wandering stranger, hither bend thy way.“ 
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a 3 
© One moment help a wounded wretch forlorn.“ 
« Pluck the deep bullet from my bosom torn.” 
*« Screen from my quiv*ring limbs the nightly dew.” 
Or, © bear to some lov'd name, a last adieu.“ 
Such countless claims on soft compasion's aid, 
Such pallid forms in clotted garb array'd, 

All panting for a friend to sooth their breath, 

Or trembling in the iron grasp of death; 

With bleeding Pity fill'd the wand'rer's heart: 
Unknowing where assistance first to dart, 
Awhile he paus'd; till, near a murder'd heap, RL 
Where stones might grieve, or tyrants learn to 

eee | 5 
He saw a youth bare to the evening gale, 

Silent and sad, and as the snow-drop pale, 
Feebly withstanding life's expiring tide, 

As lying on the ground, he ns his wounded 

side: 

One hand, tho cold, and b smear'd with gore 
In the faint grasp a female's picture bore; 

And as his eye-lid seem'd to heave its last, 

Dead to the future, heedless of the past, 

On the fond maid (as death itself might move), 
He fix'd the lingering lock of faithful love, 
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With lightning! s Speed, Orlando rush'd to save 
So fair a victim from the gaping grave; 
Upheld his sinking head, and sooth'd his pain, 
And sought to bear him from the blood-moist 
plain, 
Call'd from the shore of death's unebbing ride, 
With'sickly smile the Youth Orlando ey'd, 
Wav'd his weak hand, and utter'd with a sigh, 
„In peace, oh! gen'rous stranger, let me die; 
“Others there are who more require thy ald, 
Mine eyes, low. sinking, court the hovering 
shade.“ 
Orlando cry'd, (whilst dropt the pitying tear), 
« Oh! heed a friend, if friendship's voice can cheer 
On the cold confines of the dark-wav'd lake, 


« And let mine heart thy rending pangs partake; 


% Say, bleeding Youth, what urg'd thee thus to 
us g | 

« Far from thy kindred and thy eoast away? 

* To dare the fight with indignation blind, 

& To lift the spear against thy fellow kind? 

& Know'st thou the cause for which the crimson 

+ Wh: = | N | 
PDeserts thine heart, and oozes from thy side d 
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6 Perchance some states man's pique, some _ 
profard; 

* A flag insulted, or a skiff detain'd; 

6 These blow the blasts of war; Whose noxious 
breath 

& Fills the wide earth with discord, dread i deaths 


Speak; gently "_ that some may mark = 
grave, 
ce And flee from blood, the nurture tyrants crave.” 
As tho” a Powerendu'd with sov'reign might 
Had call'd his spirit from the shades of night, 
The dying Youth appear'd; uprose in part, 
And tore the tale of anguish from his heart: 

An English Cot first gave me birth, and fed, 
© Till nineteen summer suns their course had sped, 
s Contented then, my soul no sorrow knew, 
With heart untainted, and with bosom true, 
© Toin'd I the village dance, the circle gay, 
And jocund pass'd the smiling hours away; 
The fond remembrance of my native plain, 

Darts wilder anguish through my A 
| brain; 
© I see the wolves, that once like lambs did bleat, 
5 I xe the serpents coiling at my feet, 
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Whose soft persuasive words, and fatal craft, 

Led me from home to drink this bitter draught: 
Mark you the cause that laid me bleeding here, 
© And warn mankind to shun the hostile spear; 


. Rais'd but to please some haughty We 


pride, 


Made but to pierce the lnb Peasant's side.) 


Whilst o'er the stubborn mou L urg'd my 
team, 


Or led my flocks W the pebbl'd stream, 


< Or with my reeden- pipe, at break of day, 
pour'd the rude warblings of a shepherd's lay; 
Some Soldiers came; clad in a dazzling dress, 
Laugh'd at my garments, dwelt on my distress; 


« Said, © spurn your plough, and all such Gov 


ling toys, 
c And know the value of a Seldier's; Joys, 
© No little Master do we deign to greet, 


No rustic rags are we compell'd to wear, 


We dress like Princes, and like Princes faves + 

e Behold our clothes, gay as autumnal trees, 
gRehold our plumes nod to the passing breeze; 
But what are splendid garbs to deathless fame ® 
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« We sigh for honours of a nobler name; 
We pant for Glory; and aspire to gain, 
Immortal laurels from the blood- red plain, 


„ Stain'd with the gore of Britain's slaughter-d 


prey, | ji | | 
* Whilst o'er their heads exulting clarions play.“ 
The shadowy prospect charm'd my foolish 
* Urg'd me with home and happiness to part; 
To leave my aged Sire, with anguish wild, | 


| © To leave my Mother, frantic for her. child, 


< To leave the Maid I loved. 


Full well my mind retains the fatal day, 


© Which tore me from my Cath'rine's arms away; 
And wilt thou go? (all wildly! pale, she cry'd), 
„ And must the wars our faithful loves divide? 
« Oh! stay with Kate, nor cross .. n 

| Seat 

« Let others fight, who are not. lovd like t 
When, on the foaming margin of the =o 


4 Grasping my hand, the lovely. maiden stood, 


And mark'd the fatal barge approaching fast, 
And saw the ship, roll to the howling blast; 
Chill'd with foreboding fears of future woe, 
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When thus she spake, (with more than mortal 


© Tumultuous passions struggling in her face), 


Since to the battle's din thou wilt depart, 
Nor heed the pangs, that rend thy Cut'rne' 


heart; 


6 3 this likeness of a maig sincere, 


And ever to thy bosom bear it near; | 

And when thou mark'st it, o'er the an 
borne, 

« Think on thy Kate, who dies for thy return.“ 

Oh! Cath'rine! could'st thou witness my distress, 

« Gasping, and cold, een as the clods I pres; 

No friend to drop the sympathizing tear, | 


No hand to succour, and no heart to cheer; 


T' now, too late! 
He said: and heaving his last lab'cing RY | 
Exhausted sunk into the arms of death. 


Oh! when shall earth enjoy perpetual Peace? 


Oh! when shall. War, that worst of scourges, 


cease ? 


On whose dark stage, black as 1 1 


— 
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Ten thousand View! act a difPrent' part: 
When shall the time arrive for man to gaze 
On reason's sun, unshrinking from the blaze ? 
Her heart expanding voice has often cried, 
<« Let hostile jars no longer lands divide; 
Let vengeful arms no more direct the sword, 
4c And Hell's vicegerents guide the ruffian horde: 
« Why should the children of one common Sire, 
« See with delight each other's lamp expire? 
„ Why, rapt in joy, stride o'er the vital flood, 
« Feast on the sight, and drench __ b in 
e eee 
The dawn will burst, the We sun arise, 
When as the night, will fade each dark disguise; 
No more destruction's thunderbolts be hurl'd, 
Nor tyrants longer desolate the world; 
No more pale murder raise her standards high, 
And blood-stain'd trophies charm the jaundic'd 
| EY 
That time shall come, blest be the MEE fair? 
When friendship's shall rend the ambient 
air, 
When no dark policy chal discord 65. 
But man behold a brother's face in man. 
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That time shall also come, nor slowly creep, 
When justice, starting from her couch of sleep, 


Shall seize her adamantine sword of fate, 
And call to vengeanee earth's voluptuous great; 


Terror shall then the conqueror's brow o 'ercast, 
The war-delighting monarch stand aghast; 
Dismay, corrode the starting des pot's breast, 
When doom'd to meet the eg e his ane 
oppress d: e 
Then shall the Chieftains, 7 men so much admir'd, 
Display their crowns with gorgon snakes attir'd: 
The Death-head Monster, and the Northern Bear, 
Sink to the canker'd regions of dispair; 
While hosts, oh! Poland, of thy children slain, 
Shall view their crest-sunk Murderers wrt dis- 
dain; N 
And, as they l n bend their way, 
Spirits of love shall round them fondly play, 
Till, near the confines of the rayless sphere, 
Congenial Iinps shall hail their brethren dear. 
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THE PLEASURES OF SOLITUDE. 


Vr sons of Mirth! who eagerly pursue 
The pleasures of an hour, be not alarm'd 
At the tremendous name of Solitude; 
Nor think that happiness evades the man 
Whom Reason leads to Wisdom's holy seat; 
But listen while the Muse attempts to sing | 
The native transports of a virtuous mind. 
O Zimmerman! had T thy various powers, 
Thy wide experience, and thy fervent soul, 
Then should my glowing periods penetrate 
The caverns of the heart, force Vice to blush, 
While timid Virtue rais'd her drooping head. 
Here let me render, what thy pages .claim— 
Esteem, affection, gratitude, sincere: | 
5 These are thy due from him who has derivd 
| Sublime enjoyments from thy work, and who, 
1 ' Accustom'd to the contemplative hour, 
Would trace the joys that Solitude affords, 
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Exists there not within the breast a voids. 
Unsatisfied by sensual delights, 
That, mid the uproar of the midnight bowl, 
Recedes disgusted from the festive board ? 
Ye lighter tribe, who sway'd by Fashion's gale, 
Pay adoration to her fickle modes, 
Confess her glitter reaches not the breast, 
But leaves a lassitude it cannot fill: 
And ye, who flourish in the blaze of courts, 
Partake their pomp, and bask in grandeur's rays; 
Say, does not greatness often smile to hide 


A canker'd heart? Where pleasure seems to dwell, 


There secret Envy gnaws the rose of Joy. 

O quit the poison Dissipation yields, 

And the mistaken splendour of a court; 
Relinquish those for the sequester d shade 
Where Meditation dwells; you may partake 
The glorious treasures that he can bestow. 


How sweet the breeze of Solitude descends + | 
On him who long has-felt Affliction's fang! 


Far from the importunity of those ; 
Who rush, unask'd, to Sorrow's sacred breast, 


He drops a soothing tear; each new- born dax 


Bestows renewing peace. He looks within, 


N F + . 
es 


8 his eee . 3 e 
A happy confidence, before unfelt; 
Communes with Nature, soars to Nature's God, 
Receives from him an antidote for grief. 
Nor tiresome are the hours he passes, thus 
Retir'd; if aught of former woe remains, 

It hangs not heavy on the chords of life; 
A pensive cast, without austerity, 
Softens, yet digniſies, the mind: his air 
Denotes a student in Misfortune's school, 
Who feels an int' rest when another weeps. 
He wakes with Nature, quits the bed of sloth,. 
Inhales the fragrance of Aurora's breath, _ 
Wanders thro? blooming, wilds, and grateful pays: 
Internal homage with the tuneful throng. 
When noon-day beams emit a sultry warmth, 
Beneath some aged oak, hose foliage spreads 
A covert from the heat, and near whose roots, 
In pleasing murmers, glides a crystal spring, 
On the green turf he sits; while thought i intent 
Traces the causes of created things, 
Combines, compares the universal scheme, 
Till lost in one immensity of space, 
A sence of Deity o erwhelms his soul. 
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— | : | 
5 When the last sun-beam: quits th' umbrageous. | | 4 
grove, i 
I. | He treads its inmost maze ; R breeze: _ 
Aerial voices whisper' peace; no noise is heard, | 
Except some feather'd tenants, near repose, 
Just warbling: praises ere they sink to rest. t/ 
Shut from the prying. leer of Insolence, [ : 
Free from the dull formality: of towns, | | 
O! what a high felicity he feels! | 
His mind ex patiates o'er the tranquil scene, 0 
Nor fears intrusion: meanwhile the Moon | | 0 
Hlumes the face of heaven; a-radiance mild 1 
O'erspreads the silent earth; then, rising thought | 
% Asserts the immortality: of man, | I 
Future rewards, and, Retribution's morn. i 
Deluded: mortals! who pretend to prove | ; 
The sacred records false; Ol. cease the toil; - _ oo I 
While Truth and Reason. can maintaintheir place, | 
Tour labour's vains.. 'Tis, not for airy; Wit to- BY 
dumb | 0 
233 e eee e | LS 4 YN 
There dwells; assurance of a brighter state, $ | | | 
Where final Justice shall decide the scales. "| 
Expel the doctrines Revelation brings,. | | i 
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The soul of purity must leave the world, 
And savage Vice extend his deadly rage. 
It is the anchor where the good man rests: 
Religion guards him from Transgression's rock, 
Enlivens ev'ry purpose of his soul; | 
In glorious hope he views the promis'd heaven, 
And feels an inward luxury divine. | 
Often he heaves Compassion's sigh for those 
Who still persist in Error's fatal road; 
For know, weak 'mortals, your satiric darts 
Make no impression on the shield of truth; 
Tis only wav'ring minds they can affect; 
And, 6h! beware, lest at another day 
They rise to justify your awful doom. 
Would ye frequent th* abodes of Solitude, 
And there examine your assertions well, 
Perhaps remorse, repentance, might ensue. 
Thus speed the rosy moments of the year FRE 
With him, who lives secure from busy crowds 
And festive nights; nor fade they with the Spring, 
5 The rip'ning Summer, or Autumnal vines. 
But hoary Winter has its pleasures too; 
Then well-tim'd exercise hardens the frame, 
And gives elastic vigor to che ul: 
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Or if he rather choose to contemplate 
Instructive Nature, the drops translucent, 
That congeal in various elegance 

On ev'ry tree, present to Fancy's eye 

A recreation beautiful and pure. 


Should a solemnity inspire his thoughts, 
Creation round appears in unison, 


And speaks th' uncertainty of all below. 
The lengthen'd: night is not too long for him: 
A love for knowledge, Sager to improve, 


Time steals not idly by, but in the page 5 


Of Hist'ry and Life he finds employ: 


The roll of man expanded, he perceives 


Deeds that exalt, and frailties that degrade; 


From them experience gathers, to IR 


The duties that await Humanity, 

While here: if some bright action meets is View, 
Such kindred emulation beats within, 

Such glory: burns, that in his ravish'd mind 
Imagination re- per forms: the deed ! | 
When the reverse appears, where vicious men 
Have marr'd the page, indignant virtue rends - -. 
The swelling breast, and sighs o'er ee 5 
Some th ——_—_ from * writ, 4 
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The scales soon quitted Pleasure's eve, and then 
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Without a secret pang concludes the day. 
Thus Solitude confirms his principles, 
Sweetens, exalts, invigorates his thoughts, 
And fits his soul for everlasting bliss! 
Mark, in the secret windings of the wood, 
The beauteous victim of Deserted Love! 
She revell'd once in fashion's giddy round, 
Enjoy'd the praises of a servile throng, 
Till the base wretch; who sought her Virgin bloom, 
Abandon'd both the parent and the branch. 


i 


Dark Sorrow hover'd o'er her youthful days. 


The veil remov'd; she saw the fawning world 


In colours true, and fled its cold embrace: 


Here grief, at first, assum'd a deeper hue, 
Till fragrant breezes and tranquillity 


Subdu'd its pow'r; amidst the woody maze, 
When melancholy touches near her heart, 


Frequent she walks, there, with her smiling babe, 
Feels all the silent harmony of woe; : 


In the young infant she beholds herself, 


And weeps to think of Life's vicissitudes: 
O may those features never wear she cries, 


4 Misfortune's tints, nor be thy. Mother's lot 
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£ Renew'din thee! And O! thou Power, hose love 
& Knows not a bound! may Emma be thy care; 
And rather take her shortly to thyself, 
Than let Dishonour cloud the morn of Life!” 
Such, Julia, too, was thy unhappy fate; 
But void of fortitude to bear the ock, 
Thy feeble heart-strings sever'd with the blow: 
Even Friendship lent her sacred aid in vain; 
A burning fever dried the springs of life, 
And thy © worn-spirit”” took its heavenly flight! 
| Think not, Lysander, to escape thy due: | 
Peor is thy triumph over innocence; 
Unworthy of a man! to guard the 25 
And not to violate, he is created; - 
To you, who see obdurate Beat s wreck, 
Even Solitude can have no charms; , for there, 
Her murder'd image shall infest your way, 
And her last accents pierce your guilty soul. 
How oft these eyes have Wen d with mg 
. hears, 
To see the rural sweets of competence! 
When day retir'd, the cheerful family 
Assemble to partake their simple meal; 
Contentment glads the scene, and on each face 
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Blooms healthful mirth. Frugal refreshment past, 
The pious Father takes the book of God, 
And thence inculcates to his children round, 


Respect for Truth, existence after Death, 


And the Redemption of his sinful race: 
Perhaps from Joseph's suff rings he exhorts 
To closer union. and. fraternal. love. 

Tis then. his little audience, gently mov'd 
By sympathetic ties, kindly embrace, 1 
Forget all discord past; from Joseph's fate, 
They vow to banish future cause of strife. 
Their lovely Mother. watches ev'ry face, 


. Observes th' inquiring: look, and satisfies 


Their artless questions: but a livelier ray 
Beams from affection's eye, Whene er she hears 


Mention ef. seats above, prepar d for those 


Who fear their Maker, and believe his word. 


Her animated mind already sees 


Her much- lov'd Partner and her e ping dere; 
"Mortality i is lost in such a view, 

And contemplation soars awhile from earth! 
Once, Sceptic, couldst thou taste thispure delight, 


This confirmation of eternal peace, 


Then would thy dubious spirit doubt no more. 


Past, 
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In some lone meadow, at the close of day, 

Delighted have I-stray'd; attentive heard 
The village bells, whose simple sounds dissolv'd 
In pensive music on the distant ear: 
A pleasing sadness spreads ben the RY 
Sensations, language never can describe, 
Are felt; Nature seems cloth'd in. softer hues, . 
Fancy arranges visionary realms, 
And ev'ry object. wears illusive sweets! 
In such a state, how glows the soul of Love! 
His absent Charmer fills Reflection's eye. 
If the gay lavm should be the happy place 
Where they are wont to meet, nothing is lost; | 
For scarce a-shrub-appears but she has touch d, 
Admir'd its beauties, or her. flowing robes 
Have been entangled as she pass'd along. 
Has Expectation met the look of Scorn, . 
And disappointment blasted future Hope, 

Here he no longer sees the frowning Maid; 
And tho retirement never may erase, 

Vet it will calm the passion of his breast. 

Nor are the awful regions of the dead, 
Without a mournful joy; oft have L sought, 
At. Night's unfrequent hour, the church - yard path, 
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And cast a retrospect on PR r= | 

Here with the comrades of those childish hours, | 
Has careless pleasure loiter'd many a game; 

On yonder slab was mark'd the sportive ring, 


_ Arrang'd the marbles, while from either side 


Each anxious partner shot his fav'rite taw. 
Thus mirth beguil'd the ling'ring pace of time, 
Heedless of ghosts entomb'd in vaults beneath. 
But if at parting day we chanc'd to pause 

Near late erected monumental stones, 

And conversation turn'd on scenes of death, 
Breathless we fled, as to the eye of Fear 
Departed spirits crost a distant grave, 

And groaris were heard from ev'ry new-laid corse. 
Ye lov'd associates of unclouded hours, 

Whom L remember still! where are ye now ? 
Ah, whither toss'd by life's unfriendly waves! 


Perhaps, on earth we never more may meet. 


Even near this peaceful spot, lies one with whom 

1 pass'd those early days, and in Whose breast 

Glow'd all the treasures of maturity: : 

With whom 1 TOR rana * oa 
seeds 

Should you abundant Fruit for years to come; 
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But death transplanted such disclosing sweets, 


Where genial suns will ripen ev'ry bud! 
Another must this hosom yet deplore, 

In whom the christian graces all were seen; 
Dear shade! to me known only by report; 
I saw, but was not conscious of thy worth; 
Thou gav'st me birth, but Heaven to thee deny'd 
The partial tendance of increasing life. 

If mortal accents reach immortal scenes, 
Know that thy children reverence thy name; 
Will imitate thy virtues, and aspire 

To meet their parent in the relms of 

Religion! thy eternal truths alone 

Impart submission to the mind of man, 

Buoy up his spirits in Misfortune's hour, 

And clear the gloom of Dissolution's cave! 

But the sublime of Solitude affects 

Most in the prospect of a stately Tower, 

Whose shatter'd battlements and bending spires 
Seem at contention with the force of Time. 
What solemn grandeur such a view inspires! 
Astonish'd Meditation dwells with awe 


On the stependous wrecks of human strengch. | 


Well Superstition might erect a throne 
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In ok "WI RY or where the loud wind 
Groans like a Slave in subterraneous cells, 
Or murmurs ghostly thro? the moulder'd doors, 
Where ev'ry step re-echoes, and the mind 
Conceives unreal shapes, till bolder Sense 
Discards such fears, and ruminates the scene. 
What sullen taciturnity presides ! 
And the rude fabric, in the drear of night, 
Appears a chaos of primeval date. 
Burt, lo! the clouds disperse, the planets 3 
No longer veil'd the bashful Moon is seen, 
Her feeble light acquires a firmer ray, 
Which serves to shew the solitary piles 
And scatter'd fragments of this ancient mass. 
Ah! what are all the boasted works of art! 
Here Pride is cover'd with the moss of age, 
And feudal arrogance is all forgot. 
Here, Vanity, survey thy Monument; 
Here Despotism, see thy vast designs, 
And dens of terror, levell'd to their base. 
\ Tis faded Grandeur that will teach to man 
His highest ornament, Humility. 
From Solitude's retreats mankind have gain'd 
Invaluable pearls; some who before 
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Thence shall he cultivate a virtuoũs taste, 
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Unvicad by FP: eat all, 
When adverse times compell'd them to retire, » | 
Have shone with lustre that had ne er been known; 


Others in prisons form'd extensive plans 


Of good, wrote the true mirror of their age, 


I | Or grafted doctrines that will never die. 


The love of Solitude appears in youth, 
Strengthens with. years, and rests upon the tomb, 
Behold what numbers toil with hopes to quit 
In age the busy mart, and live retir'd! 

Even Charles* resign'd the robe of Royalty, 
And chain'd Ambition to a Convent's walls, 
If Man so wishes for Retirement's shades, 


Then let him often in the prime of youth, 


Quit the gay throng, and converse with himself; 


Nor feel the pressure of declining life; 
His sun will mildly set in ev'ning skies, 
And rise resplendent with a future day. 


Thou friend of Virtue, and thou nurse of Thought, 
Delightful Solitude! may I repose 


In "= unenvied bowers; till that arrives 


Y Charles the 5th 1 of Germany, 
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I'll visit thy retreats. When troubles rage, 
Thy soothing precepts shall abate their force; 
Or would I taste bliss that has no alloy, 
That renovates and dignifies the mind, 
Tis always found in thy romantic haunts, 
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 ELEGY, WRITTEN 


„on THE. PLAIME AO SONTIMOE. 
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Cnr blows the blast, and Twilight's dewy hand 

Draws in the West her dusky veil away; 

A deeper shadow steals along the land, 1 85 
And Nature muses at the death of day! 


Near this bleak Waste no friendly mansion rears 
Its walls, where Mirth, and social joys resound, 

But each dim object melts the soul to tears, 
While Horror treads the scatter'd bones around. 
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As thus, alone and comfortless I roam, 1 
Wet with the driz' ling shower; I sigh sincere, 
J cast a fond look tow'rds my native home, 


And think what valiant Britons OT here, 


1 anne nor very far the date, 5 

When carnage here her crimson toil began; 

When Nations“ Standards wav'd in threat'ning 
And Man the murd'rer, met the mum Man. 

For War is Murder, tho' the voice of kings | 
Has styl'd it Justice, styl'd it Glory too! 

Yet from worst motives, fierce Ambition rings 
And there, fix'd prejudice. is * we view! 


But sure, *tis Hat . 


For thousands ev'ry age in fight to fall; 
Some Nat ral Cause prevails, we cannot see, 
And. that is Fate, which we Ambition call, 


O let th? aspiring warrior think with grief, 


That as produc'd by Chymic art refin'd;. 


70 POEMS, SACRED AND MORAL. 


So glitt'ring Conquest, from the laurel-leaf 
Extracts a gen'ral poison for Mankind, 


Here let him wander at the midnight hour, 
These morbid rains, these gelid gales to meet ; 
And mourn like me, the ravages of Po-W'r! 
195 feel like me, e EY is en | 
Nor deem, ye vain! that c'er I mean to swell 
My feeble verse with many a sounding Name; ; 
Of such, the mercenary Bard may tell, 
And call such dreary desolation, Fame, 


The genuine Muse removes the thin disguise, 
That cheats the World, whene'er she 06k Wy 
sing; 8 

And full as meritorious to ber eyes 
Seems the Poor Soldier, as the Mighty King! 


Alike I chun in labour'd strain to show, 

How Britain more than triumph'd, tho' she fled, 
Where Louis stood, where stalk'd the column slow; 
I turn from these, and dwell upon the Dead, 
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Nor think tis but in War the Brave excel,— | 


Alas! the solemn slaughter I retrace, 
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Yet much my beating breast respects the brave; 
Too well I love them, not to mourn their fate, 

Why should they seek for greatness in the Grave? 


To Valour ev'ry Virtue is allied! 
Here faithful Friendship mid the Battle fell, 
And Love, true Love, in bitter anguish died. 


0 1 
> EA iP z 0 , 


That checks life's current — thro? my 


veins; | Lk 
Bath'd in moist sorrow, many a beauteous face; 
And gave a grief, Perhaps, chat =} 1 remains, 


I can no more—an agony too kneen 
Absorbs my Senses, and my mind subdues; 
Hard were that heart which here could beat 
serene, 


Or the Just tribute of a pang refuse. 


But lo! ! thro? _—_ opining clouds a fo 
Shoots the bright planet's sanguinary ray 
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That bears thy name, fictitious Lord of War! 
And with red lustre . lonely way. 


Then FourenoT, farewell! Yet much 1 bar. | 
(Wherever chance my course compels) to find: 

Discord and blood—the thrilling sounds I hear, 
« The noice of _ hurtles in the wind.“ 


From Waben Turkey to Britannia $ Shore, | 
Opposing int'rests into rage increase: 


Destruction rears her seeptre, tumults roar, 
Ah! Where shall hapless man repose in peace! 
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| THE SLAVES, AN ELEGY, 


| Is late I paus'd upon the Twilight plain 


Of Fontenoy, to weep the Free- born Brave; 
Sure Fancy now may cross the Western Main, 
And melt in sadder pity for the Slave. 


Lo! where to yon Plantation, drooping goes, 
The Sable Herd of Human. Kind, while near 
Stalks a pale Despot, and around him throws 

Thescourge that wakes that punishes the Tear. 


O'er the far Beach the mournful murmer strays, 


And joins the rude yell of the tumbling tide, 


As faint they labour in the solar blaze, 


To feed the luxury of British Pride! 


Floats the weak wailing of the female tongue; 
And can that Sex's softness nought avail— _ 
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Are drops of blood the horrible Manure 
That fills with luscious juice, the teeming Cane? 
And must our fellow-creatures thus endure, 


For traffic vile, th* indignity of pain? 


Yes, their keen rotfows are the sweets we blend 


With the green bev'rage of our morning meal, 
The while to love meek Mercy we an | 
Or for fictitious ills affect to — 


Yes, tis their d n in the bowl, 
Their sighs excite the Briton's drunken joy; 

Those ign' rant suff'rers know not of a Soul, 
Tt we „ may its Hopes 1 80 


And there are Mai Who ai on the 3 
What they have purchas'd, claim a right to hold 
Curs'd be the tenure, curs'd its cruel cause | 


Freedom's a dearer property than gold: 


And there are Men, with shameless front have said, 

That nature form'd the Negroes for Disgrace; 
That on their limbs subjection is dis play d 
Ihe doom of slav'ry stampt upen their face, 
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Send your stern gaze from Lapland to the Line, 
And ev'ry Region's natives fairly scan, | 

Their forms, their force, their faculties combine, 
And own the vast variety of Man! 


Then why suppose Yourselves the chosen few, 
To deal Oppression's poison'd arrows round, 

To gall with iron bonds the weaker crew, 
Enforce the labour, and inflict the wound ? 


*Tis Sordid Int'rest guides you; bent on gain, 
In profit only can ye reason find; | 


And pleasure too: but urge no more in vain, | 
The selfish subject, to the social mind. 
6 | | | 
Ah! how can He, whose daily lot is grief, 
Whose mind is vilify'd beneath the Rod, 
Suppose his Maker has for him relief, 
Can he believe the —__ that speaks of God? 


For when he sees the Female of his Heart, 
And his lov'd daughters torn by Lust my 
His sons, the poor inheritors of smart — 


Had he Religidn, think ye he could pray? 
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Alas! He mob = fm F 3 Fant 
What time moist Midnight blows her 21 
5 beat, | 
And musing; how he long has toil'd and bled, 
Drinks the dire Balsam of consoling Death z 


Haste, haste, ye Winds, on swiftest pinions fly, 
($31 | Ere from this World of Misery he go, 

1 TPTPaell him His wrongs bedew a Nation's Eye, 
90 Tell him, Britannia blushes for his Woe! 


Say, that in future, Negroes shall be blest, 
| Rank'd e' en as Men, and Men's just rights enjoy; 
No more be either Purchas d on Oppress d 
No 188 Shall wither, and no e 8 


Say, that fair Freedom bends her Holy Flight 
To cheen the Infant, and console the Sire; 
So shall He, wond'ring, prove at last, delight, 
And in a throb of ecstacy 8 8 | 


Then shall proud Albion' $ Croven, where . 
twine, 


Torn from the bosom of ide raging sea, 


aurels: 
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Boast 'midst the glorious leaves, a Gem divine, 
The Radiant Gem of Pure Humanity! 


"THE PENITENT. 


VIE giddy train! who bask in thoughtless ease, 


Of vanity indulge each idle dream, 


Who dissipate life's too uncertain days, 


Or gaily float down pleasure's gliding stream. 


Look on this hard, this wretched bed of straw:! 
Where wedded long to misery I lie! 
Let wisdom hence the happy moral draw; 
While gen'rous pity dews the virtuous eye. 


No curtain shields my limbs from bitter cold; 
No pillow soft sustains my fainting head; 

The hourly clock by pain is sadly told; | 
Neglect already counts me with the dead. 
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Sharp is PERS af the winter air, 
Throꝰ every cranny of the balf-clos'd door; 
No med' cines are supplied by tender care; 
No N foot e' er ' treads this rugged floor, 


While * the ——_ now its lim ring 
throws, 
And mocks the darkness 1 my Sr cell; 
Despair sits grinning on my endless woes, 
And fast my little candle wastes as well. 


Death stands behind, and aims the ling'ring blow; 
And what kind hand these lifeless eyes shall 
close 


What tears upon my tombless grave Shall flow? 


All breasts, alas! are female frailty's foes? 


Ah lost to finer sense! ah cruel race! 

The blooming sweets of INNOCENCE who Spoil! 
Repay love's easy faith with vile disgrace, 

And leave the ruin'd fair to worse than toil. 


Far down she sinks in mis 'ry's dismal vale; 
For her no mercy drops the pitying tear; 
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Unfeeling Scorn disdains her moving tale, 
And proud affected Virtue will not hear. 

See the lost victim of a guilty flame, 5 
Spurn'd by her sex, and turn'd from every door? 


Once erring forc'd to tread the paths of shame, 


Nor e'er allow'd the ways of honour more. 


_ Behold this form which guilty passion fed! _ . 


How shrunk this cheek! what famine in these 
3 | n 
Ah see! upon this rugged flinty bed, 
How ruin'd beauty unlamented dies! 


Yet this shrunk form a Parent's care sustain'd, 
Enjoy'd a Mother's love the livelong day; 

For me a fond paternal breast was pain'd, Th 
With pangs that virtue could alone repay. 


How was the morning pray'r for me prefer'd 7 a 
How fervent nightly blessings ask'd of Heav'n? 
Each wish prevented, and no will defer'd, 


And much by warm spontaneous bounty giv'n! 
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How wrung each pain of mine the tender heart? 
Each smile of mine to them, how doubly sweet! 
No treasure could such lively joy impart! 

No music like my voice their senses greet? 


My lover too, — if he deserv'd chat name, 
How would he fondly praise! how would he 


Swear ! 


te The sun was never purer than his Name, 
„My eyes than dawning morn were far more 


fair! 


& How would he say, the rose no charms could 
claim, | 
But in the likeness of my damask check; 
The lily only be extoll'd by fame, 
85 Feen like me it look'd so fair and 22 


Fool that I was, to lend the willing ear, 


And think, because my soul was void of guile, 


His love was true, his ardent vows sincere, 


Too fair is Art, when dress d in Love's weer 


smile! 


7 


Blest friends! to you these groans can ne er attain, 
Within the quiet, cold, and senseless grave! 

Had I ne'er caus'd your tender bosoms pain, 

Vour shelter might this head from sufÞ ring save. 


But if affliction sharp can eer attone, 


One fatal error, one mistaken crime; 
Some heart may pity when this breath is gone, 
And sweet forgiveness smile from Heav'n sublime. 


Oft shiv'ring in the inhospitable street, 


The pangs of cold and hunger have I known; 
From pamper'd pride no pity could I meet, 


Which never feels for suff” rings not it's own, 


How have I envied e en the brutal race? 
Beneath a shelter warm who cherish'd lay! 

Envied the dog that in a master's face, 
Sau; answ TOR Smiles his fondling nicks repay. 


8 rejected, I receiv'd no smile; 
No friendly eye, alas! cer beam'd on me, 


No chaste caresses did my cares beguile, 


N 
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But 1 distant mum reach my ear! 
“From Heav'n's strict book thy sins are blotted 
all. ” 
Death strikes (L but mid the 3 . fear, 
A ray of mercy shoots to guide my soul. 


ON AN UNFORTUNATE FEMALE. 


Los vacant Folly pause a moment nere, 
One hour of insipidity forego; : 


| Let Dissipation's penetential tear, 


Implore forgiveness of hy dust below. 


Where breathes the finish'd fiend! whose base 
Thy unsuspecting innocence abus dꝰ 

Who wak'd the embers of Aﬀection's fire, 
IM vows of endless constancy educ d. 


POEMS, SACRED AND. MORAL, 83 


Inhuman wretch! if yet thou dost exist, 
| Behold, and tremble at her wretched fate; 
Repent, nor longer in thy sins persist, 
Liest Death remove—where sorrow comes too 
1 8 


Vnfeeling Scandal! let thy clamour cease; 
Load not with obloquy Misfortune's tale: 
Benevolence, invoke the balm of Peace! 
And Sympathy her miseries bewail. 


Daughter of Sorrow! on thy infant bed 

Calamity a rugged mantle threw; 
When riper years arriv'd, Temptation spread 
His artful net—and Love the victim drew, 


The soul of Sensibility can feel, 

Thorns, that on vulgar minds inflict no mart 3 
Time and forgetfulness can never heal 

The loss of Virtue in a feeling heart! 


Those finer chords, that led her mind astray, 
A deeper sense of deviation gave; 


A 

bi 
N 
L 


by. ad cxeneD AND. MORAL, 


3 clouds obscur d {her way, 
And Shame pursu'd her to an early grave! 


At yon proud mansion, where che ask'd for breads 
Refus' d, and hospitality denied; i 
| / On this worn beach she laid her languid head, 
1 Mlade one faint effort to revive and died. 


No soothing Relatives thy griefs partake; 
No tender Parents o'er thy ashes weep! 
But hark! the agitated heavens awake, | 

E'en sympathetic night dixdains to 2 15 


The Elements with rude emotion t 
Indignant Ocean seems with grief to swell; 
8 Conflicting winds in dreadful murmurs how], 
_—— And weeping Nature peals thy-mournful knell? 
. | * 0 g 
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THE SUICIDE. 


Nrenr o'er the Earth had cast her sable robe, 
When firece convulsions shock the troubled air; 

Terrific lightnings lum'd the darksome globe, 

And thunders road the chorus of despair. 


Enwrap'd in grief, towards the blasted heath 

A falt'ring Skeleton pursu'd his way; 

In accents wild he mutter'd deeds of death! 
Smil'd at the storm, and call'd it Mis'ry's day. 


Dauntless he stood the conflict of the skies, 
The blaze sulphureous, and the disnial peal; 

Black Resolution fir'd his starting eyes, 

And in his bosom sheath'd the deadly steel. 


I quit! ye parasites of wealth!“ he cried, 

I quit a world where talents find no friend:” 
Exhausted Nature could no more—he died ; 

But left a moral in his tragic end. 
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And is it true, that when the finer arts 
Compose the harmony of polish'd states, 


Miunificence no tender aid imparts, 


Still Poverty on all their children waits? 


In ages past, when Learning yet was young, 
And ignorant Barbarity bore way, 
When Poesy was heard with lisping tongue, 
*Ere Science shed an intellectual 71 | 


In dah like these, the finer arts night fade, 


For senseless souls their charms can never feel; 
No genial Sun dispers'd the dreary shade, 
And Truth refus'd to chase mistaken zeal. 


But when her brilliant beams resistless rose, 
Driving the clouds of Ignorance away; 
& And Learning triumph'd o'er its barb'rous foes,” 
Then Genius should have seen a milder day. 


Ye patronizers of the sacred Nine! # 
Who feel the raptures of poetic glow: 

Defend their sons from poverty malign, 

Parent of death, and never ceasing woe? 


POEMS, SACRED AND MORAL, 87 


Biography is stain'd with many a blot 
Of genius $tarv'd—a national disgrace! 
May merit never meet a kindred lot ; 
But future times the blemishes efface. 


Not the loud clarion of posthumous praise, 
Elegiac lines, and tears of sorrow shed, 
The wretched victim from the grave can raise, 
Or meliorate the sentence of the dead.* 


Nor should the favour'd offspring of the Muse 
Beneath imaginary evil bend; 


Tho? num'rous thorns in flowery meads the strews, 
Misfortune's night in brilliant ay may end, 


| Trust not the finer feelings 4 the heart, 
Sublimely great, yet impotently weak; 

Too keenly prob'd by Scorn's malignant dart, 

They ope' the avenue Dispair would seek. 

* Can storied urn or animated bust 

Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath ? 

Can Honour”s voice provoke the Silent dust, 


Or Flatt'ry sooth the Gul cold ear ef death ? 


CR AY, 


. 8 b — RY 


. * 


„„ 


* 
. 
__ 
2 5 
in "_ 
ER 
Gal 


8 "y hy P = 
$- nf UF 
MH "ag POR IN 


88 pokxs, SACRED AND MORAL. 


When that fell minister has entrance found, 
The voice of Consolation speaks in vain; 

Exulting Horror draws the curtains round, 

And fainting Hope sinks—ne'er to rise again. 


Of warm Imagination's flights beware; 
Her tales of dark distress too oft? deceive; 
O]. guard your spirits from the fatal sna re, 
Nor perpetrate what Time can nel er retrieve. 
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ODE TO PRUpENcx. 


Whurrt didst thou hide thee, cautious Pow'r, 
When first my vent'rous Youth began ? 
Thou cam'st not to the festive bow'r, 

Nor at the genial board wert found; 
And when the liquid grape went round, 
Thou never show'dst thy warning face, 

The wantonness of mirth to chase, 
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And tell of short life's. shad'wy span: 
Nor then didst prophesy of woe, 
To chill my breast's impetuous glow; 

But provident, and shrewd, from me afar, 
Thou sunk'st to sober rest, with Day'sretiring star! 


*Tis true, indeed, I thought with scorn, 

10 Thy miserable maxims quaint, | 

Were but of sour Suspicion born : 

“Let selfish souls,“ I madly cried, 

« Submit to such a coward guide, 

“ Be't mine to seek the sportive vale, 

% With Friends, whose truth can never fail, 
And banish thence each base restraint!”? 

Dull that I was—1 feel it now, 

An offer late th* imploring vow: 


Too well convinc'd, who dare thy vengeance urge, 


Can ne'er, alas! escape an agonizing scourge | 


Ah! wilt thou, deign then, to receive 
Thy Foe, profess d for many a year? 

And wilt thou teach him, not to grieve? 

Forget the weakness of past time, 
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When frantic Passion was his crimes * 
When to imperious charms a prey, 
His Morn of Life stole swift away, 

Yet gemm'd by Love's delicious Tear, 
That bath'd his Bosom with delight; 
Tho? sometimes on the Gales of Night, 
He heard thy whisper'd threat aspire, 

How could he heed it then—was not his heart on 
But now to gain thy frugal smile, 

Each wonted transport I forego, 

No more shall Beauty's self beguile, 
Altho' her blue Orbs softer stream 

Than the clear Moon's enchanting beam; 
Tho' her $till varying charms arise, 

As to the hast'ning Trav'ller's eyes, 
HxLVETIA's summer prospects show: 
Or should meek Worth to me repair, 
And tell a Tale of deep Despair, 

I'd strive to bid each fond emotion sleep, 

Yes, I would turn away! but I would turn to 

weep ! 0 | : 
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Then, as with decent step and mein, 
I tread the path of fair repute, 
Thy Civic hand shall oft be seen, 
To freight me with the sordid Ore, 
Which most thy Votaries adore. 
Then, then shall flagging Fancy die, 
Then all my lov'd illusions fly, 
Then will T break my rustic Flute: 
And, as the marble-hearted crowd, 
Be vainly rich, and meanly proud; 
Until 1 fix, like yonder blighted Thorn, 


That, deck'd with golden beams, no vernal sweets 
| adorn. | | 
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ODE TO MODERATION. 


To thee, whose cautious step, and specious air, 
Deceive the world, who simulating Good, 
Drop'st from thine oily tongue the pitying pray*r, 
T avert the ills of man, and spare his blood, 
To thee I call, but with no friendly voice,“ 
I am no dupe to thine insidious art, | 
. The vaunted mercy of thy traitor heart, 
Nor in thy promises can I rejoice. 
For well I know thee, yyrocritE!—T know 
Thou art the fatal source of human woe, 
Thine is the shield that bloodiest tyrants bear, 


Foul harbinger of death, black herald of despair. 


Why groans yon hapless, violated land, 
With such continued suff*rance, and long care? 


Tis that, deceiver! there thou giv'st command, 


That Mop*'RATE justice, MOD'RATE truth are 
there. . 
The poor not quite destroy'd, tho doom' d to toil 
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From day to day unceasing, yet must hide 
Their soul's deep anguish from the gaze of 
TT 5 
And greet with smiles the plund'rers of the soil. 
The rectifying thoughts that fire the brain 
Must be subdu' d,. — tis treason to complain; 5 
For order, peace, tranquillity require. 
They suffer all unmoved, — then silently expire. 


O rather bear me sympathetic, wild! 

Io the hard scene of contest and dismay, 

Where the bold multitude, no more beguil'd, 
The awful banners of their rage display. 

Ah! let their gen'rous ardours burn for me; 

| Their fiercest energies my bosom steel, 5 
Who learn to vindicate, When taught to feel, 

And dare th' extreme of all things to be free: 

Better by far at once the conflict end. 

The gen'ral foe prevail, or gen'ral friend, 

Than that faint Hops Should languish with the 
© throng, 


Who love the * but half, but half detent the 


wrong, 
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Tis true, seductive is thy mild discourse, | 
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Mark, how the desolating tempest flies, 
And rends the groaning forest from its base; 
Its bursting thunders wreck the pow'rless skies, 
Its lightning nature's loveliest scenes deface. 
Anon, behold its transient fury sped, | 
More fresh the flowers their vivid tints disclose, 
With richer pride the yellow harvest glows, - 
More soſt the air, more sweet the odours spread. 
Thus from the storms of intellectual strife, 
The moral system wakes to purer life, 
The passions harmonize which late were hurl'd, 


And reason's fairer beams illume a happier world. 


my 


With dainty terms of soft benevolence, 


And honied phrases fill'd, abjuring force, 


Trusting to time, and to progressive sense. 


Thus the wild jargons of Submissive peace, 


Of calm endurance, petrify the heart, 
Check the bold tear of manhood ere it start, 
And bid the holy animation cease, 
By due and slow degrees, by sober zeal, 


Profess to rectify the public weal, 


© 5 
* 
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Which, by confusing parts, confound the whole, 
Disorganize the will, and dislocate the soul. 


'Tis thine to boast of long existing laws, 
Blame the EFFE T of ill, but not the cAus E; 
. *Tis thine to call it mad erroneous rage, 
When Indignation's spirit nobly glows ; 
When smarting with the sense of bitt'rest woes, 
The mass of man the war of nature wage : 
'Tis thine with horror then to paint the scene, 
As barb'rous tyranny. had never been, 
Of ruthless anarchy alone complain, 
Then if thy vicTiMS PAUSE, PREPARE THEE 
TH*, ETERNAL CHAIN, | 


Ah! wouldst thou ask me why I thus can hate, 
Why thus abhor thee, execrable pow'r? 

*Tis, that I deem thy mercy worse than fate, 
Tis that thou smilest only to devour. 

Did the GREAT PoLE* thy baleful influence share, 
When rous'd to fury at his country's call; 


Or when he found that country doom' d to fall, 
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Felt u A AT OF DESPAIRP 

Meanwhile, thy tranquil Hecate of the North, 

Sent her infernal legions mildly forth, 

To quell intemp'rate zeal,—the land to savs,— 

With moperATE murder 12 whole nations to 
the grave. | 


At thy approach, true principle decays, 


Cabals succeed, with reas'nings most abstruse; 
Of Gothic governments the placid praise. 

Of tender words and savage deeds profuse. 
Unnayyey FRANCE! I ﬆe thy laurels die, 

I xe thy fading glories dimly shine, 

The tyrants triumph with their wrath BEN ION, 


| The Mop' RATE wrath of boundless N 


The bold terrific energy is past, : 

And peace and tyranny return at last, 

Thy star of vict'ry. ros—when at the sight, 

PALE MODERATION SHRICK'D, AND ALL AGAIN 
WAS NIGHT, e 


O ys rAII'N ParRIors; ere 1 drop the pen, 


One rending sigh shall to your worth be paid, 
Ve greatest, noblest, bravest, best of men! 
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One grateful tear be offered to your shade. 
Tho? monarchs execrate, tho! Briton's corn, 
Your deathless name, yet still to freedom true, 
Be't mine, alas! to pay the homage due, 
With Sorrow's cypress wreath: your shrine adorn, 
Scar'd at the lightning of your lifted spear, 
| The traitor crouch'd, the despot learnt to fear, 
And tho? thro? seas of blood your ark was driv'n, 
Tux DELUGE STILL WAS JUST, THE ARK BE- 
' LONG'D TO HEAv'x. 


* 


> 
all _ — — = 
- - , — * * 
. 4 
— 


g 


ODE TO INDIFFERENCE, 


On Nymph, long sought of placid mein, 
With careless steps, and brow serene! 
I woo thee from the tufted bowers, 
| Where Iistless pass thy easy hours 
Or, if a Naiade of the silver wave | 
Thou rather lov'st thy pearly limbs to lave 
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In some clear lake, whose finals face 
Lures the soft willow to its pure embrace; 
Or, if beneath the gelid rock 
Thy smiles all human * 
Where er thou art, in earth or air, 
Oh! comes and chase e Drsraix! 


Have I not mark ches on-the green 
Roving, by vulgar eyes unseen ? 

Have I not watch'd thy lightsome dance 
When Evening's soften'd glows advance? 


Dear Goddess, yes! and whilst the Rustic's mirth 
Proclaims the hour which . wild 3 


WM. 


birth, 
Supine, I've found thee in the elm row's shade, 


Lull'd by the hum returning bees have made, 


Who, chary of their golden spoils, 
Finish their fragrant, rosy toils, 
With rest-inviting slumb'rous song, 
e e eee ee e 


Chaste N nn the Temple let me Seck 
Where thou resid'st in lustre meek; _ 
My future life to thee I give= — 


POEMS, SACRED AND MORAL. 99 
Irradiate ev'ry hour I live! 
Tis true no glowing bliss thy vot'ries know, 
From thee no poignant ecstacy can flow, | 
But oh! thou shield at the heart from ling 
pain, | 
And Misery strikes, when blest with thee, in vain; 
Wan Jealousy's empoisoning tooth, 
fend Love, which feeds upon our youth, 
And holy Friendship's broken tie, 
Ne'er dim nnn 


For 3 it is, all Nature blooms, 

For thee, the spring new charms assumes, 
Nor vainly flings her blossoms round, 
Nor vainly bids her groves resound; 

Her music, colours, odours, all are thine, 
To thee her months their richest gifts consign; 
To thee the morn is bright, and sweet the ray 
That marks the progress of the sinking day; 

Each change is grateful to thy soul, 
For its fine taste no woes controul, 
The powers of Nature, and of Art, 
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And oh! Lode ty OS 3 
Which the calm comforts make their mos, 
That cruel imp is never found 

Whose fame such idle songs recound— 
Dread SENSIBIIITYI— Oh! let me fly 

Where Greenland darkness drinks the beamy , 
Or where the Sun, with downward torrid ray bw 
Kills, with the barb'rous glories of the day? : | 
I'd dare th' excess of ev'ry clime, 

Grasp ev'ry evil known by Time, | 1 
Ere live beneath that Witch's Spells . 
Wah whom no OY cem dwells, 


Her Ga) form deceives the 8 
The tear, for ever prompt to start, 

The tender look, the ready sigh, 
And soft emotion always nigh; 
And yet content th* insidious fiend forbids— 
Oh! she has torn the slumbers from my lids: 
Oft rous'd my torpid sense to living woe, 
And bid chill anguish to my bosom grow. 
She seals her prey!—in vain the Spring 
Wakes Rapture, thro' her owes to sing; 


. 
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The roseate Morn's hygean bloom, 
Fades down, unmark'd, to Evening's gloom. 


Oh Sens13111Ty! thy sceptre sad 
Points, earn the frantic glance 82 THE 
MAD: : 

Strain'd to excess, n is chain'd thy. clave, 

Or the poor victim shuns thee in the grave; 

To thee each crime, each evil owes its birth, 

That in gigantic horror treads the earth 
SAVAGE UNTAM'D! she smiles to drink our tears, 

And where's no solid ill, she wounds with fears; 

Riots in. sighs, 18-Sooth'd when most we smart 

No, while she guides my ng her rawe's within 

my heart. 
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ODE TO PITY. 


—— 
Hence motley mirth and wanton song, 
That frisk in airy mood along, 
Too rapt in bliss to hear a sigh!. 
Hence-too with these- 
Self-soothing ease, | { 
That seest a tear unmov aw and. «mage lat by. : 


But hither come, thou 1 1 
In sorrow's sable vest array d. 5 
Oh, Pity, sprung of heav'nly race! 

Sweet nymph! love thy pallid face, 

Thy musing gait and gentle sigh, 

And the soft language of thine eye, 

Where as the christal bright and clear 

Is seen to steal the frequent tear, 

Oh, come, and by this root-house? mossy seat, 

Still on thy vot'ry ile, and bless his "you 
retreat. | 
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I love the bard, whose martial song 
Thrills the deep sounding chords along. 
How well accord the mighty strings 
With slaughtering chiefs and dying kings! 
But Pity listens from afar. 
To the wild shouts of e eee | 
And there she sits with trembling eyes, 
And there she breathes her secret sighs; i 
And while the muse n forth th' immortal 
Strain, 
Pity still sighs and weeps o'er. chiefs untimely: 
slain. 


And hail, ye darksome dreary cells, 
Where pale imprison'd madness dwells! 
Now wild she laughs in ruthful pain; 
Then grasps in scorn the galling chain; 
Now hear her the loud thunder dare! 
Then see her woeful look despair. 
Sad suff rer! friendless and alone, 
J hear her heave the hopeless groan, 
Vet not unoft, low-bending at the grates; | 
| Pity, a pilgrim! pale, in speechless sorrow waits, 
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Nor less where Edward's royal name 
Recorded shines in deathless fame“: 
There Pity walks and weeps around; 
*Tis Pity's consecrated ground. 
Now by the peor man's bed she sighs 
O'er with'ring limbs and fading eyes; 
Or hears some mother's ceaseless moan, 
The last farewell, the dying groan, 
Sad luxury! as lamps in vaults still gleam, -- 
80 Pity lives with woe, and death 1125 fav” rite. 
theme. 
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Does truth lament a tyrant's reign, 

Or sink beneath the galling chain ? 
Among the drooping and the dead 
Meek Pity walks with silent tread! 
Hears gallies groan with Christian slaves! 

| Views dungeons tur i'd to martyrs' graves! 
While cities pour a crimson flood,, 
And Streams run 2 with human blood: 


* Royal ub. in London founded > 
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ne which nor genius, nn. Rs nor 
pow'r, 


Shall save from freedom's curse, from heav'n's 


ee . 


Rise, hallow'd forms of martyrs rise! 
And breathe, O France! thy plaintive sighs“. 
Nor will I cease the mournful strain, 


But weep your wrongs, and share your pain. 


Long as I view this lamp of day, 
Long as I view the moon's pale rar,, 
As night's lorn bird her ravag'd brood 
Moans in soft sadness through the wood, 
So shall my verse e cer when * 


| oppress d: 
And freedom's sens hall hear, and strike the: 
BN * TOY 


Blest be his lot, and fair his fame, | 
Who glows with Pity's softest flame; 


®: Fee the Groans of the French Protestanits, and 


History of the REN in France, ” Mons. 
Claude. 
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Whose 3 pond EF Ibn the dart, 


That aims to pierce the culprit's heart! 


DE Not his. the scornful stoic's praise, 


Whose conscious pride himself surveys. 
Hard egotist! whose wint' ry soul 
Ne'er. feels the tide of mercy roll. 


Friend to the wretch unpity'd and unknown, 
Oh, take that wretch's pray'r!. *Tis Howard, all 


thine own. 


And go, great man! let Europe know. 
Thy teacher was the man of woe, 
And to the frozen bigot prove, 

False is his heart who cannot love 
Nor shall it be thy meanest praise, 


That Joseph“ crowns thy head with bays3. 


That, taught by thee, the Arabs dare 
To heal the pestilential air. 


Go, and like good ManszizIzs» draw purer 


breath, 


When Nature heaves around and « ev'ry gasp is 


death! 


” The late Emperor of S. | 
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But come, thou gentle, gen'rous maid, 

Sink on my breast thy drooping head: 
And let me from thy dove- like eye 

Drink all the soul of sympathy. 

Then shall the muse with Howard roll: 

And bear a sigh from pole to pole. 
Whenever virtue lies distress'd, | 

Or blooming beauty sinks oppress d; 

Then sball this heart with gentlest passion 
heave, 


AI. feel, nder nerve dll grieve, 


Led by. thy. soul ·subduing po-w'ir- 

I seek the Muse's sacred bow'r:. 

And from her breathing sweets entwine 

A chaplet for thine Howard's shrine: 
Though to his sacred brow. belong 

The fairest, sweetest flow'r of song; 

And the immortal wreath to twine, 

That praise, oh shall be thine; 

Vet shall not gentle Howard blush to wear 
This wreath for Pity wove, and brighten'd with. 


TO8 POEMS, SACRED. AND Mok AL. 


ODE TO INNOCENCE. 


j Davenrzx of Heav'n? fair 2 child! 
f Of manners pure, of temper mild! 
Where art thou pleas'd to stray? 
O quit thy lov'd, and still retreat! 
Thy quiet, and sequester'd Sat; 
And guide my dubious way! 
: 
| 


Come, with thy beauteous smiling train?! 
Undaunted Truth, which knows no stain! 
And young immortal Health! 
*F | | With undisguis'd Simplicity! | 
=. And Modesty, with downcast eye; 
Þ 'Y 0 SBra!uspicious of herself! 
| 


s $ 


O deign, with me and peace, todwel ! 
| My frugal board, my humble cell, 

ö Bless with thy chearing smiles 
Pale Fear shall fly, and anxious Care: GD 
And treach'rous Vice in vain prepare 

Her captivating wiles. 
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My lowly roof shall ne'er resound, 
With Riot's loud, and vulgar sound, 

And mad intemperate joy. 

My days shall know no bitter woes; 


My nights be crown'd with soft repose; 


Thy . my hours employ. 725 


Peace shall her Anas wings extend, | 
My humble cottage todefend, 


And scatter blessings rare, | 

Eternal greens shall clothe the ground; 

Eternal sweets shall breathe around; 
And lasting spring be there. 


Each morn shall then with artless note, 


The red · breast swell it's little throat, 
Perch'd on the straw built shed. 

And oft, to purer bosoms dear! 

With hospitable faith draw near, 
And peck the e bread, 


Say in what lone and silent nu 


Thou hear*st the wood-dove's didn wy” 


F rom crowded cities far! 
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110 POEMS, SACRED AND. MORAL, 


| Where "I 5 no . tage 


Where Pride and Avarice ne er resort: 
The guilty fiends of War. 


Vr dost thou love in pairs to bind, 
With flow'ry wreath, the fleecy kind? 
Or nurse them in thine arms? 
Or else in harmless play enfold, 
The spiral serpent's scales of gold? 
Or venom'd . op 


Or on the morning's „ wicket ed, 
O lamb of peace! leari'st thou "K had 
To-; catch the luscious gale? 
Or where the summer heats disclose, 
The jasmine fair, the budding rose, 
And lily of the vale? 


Or dost thou seck the hoary sage, © © 


Within his-moss-grown hermitage, 
Where simple nature reigns? 
For whom no slaugthter'd victims bleed; 9 
Whose drink the spring, whose couch the . 
"Whom. hope. resign'd sustains 


"POEMS, sAcREO AND MORAL. 111 
With thee thro? varied life I'll go; 
Nor pain, nor fear, can ever know, 

Though Danger stalks in view: 
Though livid lightnings shoot aroundz 
Or awful thunder shakes the ground; 
A steady path pursue. 


Stern Justice rob'd in dread array, 
Unmov'd I'll view without dismay; 
With fix'd unalter'd face. | 
Though accusation quick o'er spread, 
My glowing cheeks with modest red; 
Resenting virtue's grace. 


And if the wwilderness I tread, 

And solemn shades around me spread, 
Oh be thou ever night 

Thy presence shall dispel the gloom! 

The heath shall blush with sudden bloom! 
And brightness beam from high! 


And when this pulse shall Cesse to best, 
This bosom lose it's vital heat, 
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And wearied nature dies; 


Guided by thee to realms above, 
My soul enlerg'd shall freely move; 
And reach thy native Kies. 


ODE TO WISDOM. 


c fy — 
"Tas 1 Bird of Night 


Thro' the pale Shades now wings his Flight, 
And quits the Time-shook Tow'r: 


. Where shelter d from the Blaze of Day, 


In philosophie Gloom he lay, 
Beneath his Ivy Bow'r. 


With Joy I hear the solemn Sound, 
Which Midnight Echoes waft around, 
And sighing Gales repeat: | 


rorste, sep Any MORAL. m3. 


Fav'rite of Pallis / 1 attend; 1 
And faithful to thy Summons bend, 5 1 


At Wisdom's awful Seat. 


She loves the cool, the silent Eve, 
. Where no false Shows of Life deceive, 
Beneath the lunar Ray:: 
Here Folly drops each vain Disguise, 
Nor sport her gaily-colour'd Dyes, 
As nin of day. 


O Pallas! Queen of ev'ry Art 
„That glads the Sense, or mends che Hean,” | 
Blest Source of purer Joys: 
In ev'ry Form of Beauty bright, 
That captivates the mental Sight 
With Pleasure and Surprize! 


To thy unspotted Shrine I bow, 
Assist thy modest Suppliant's Vow, 
That breathes no wild Desires: 
But taught by thy unerring Rules, 
To hun the fruitless Wish of Fools, 
To nobler Views aspires, 
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i oy i ee + 1 


Not Fortune's Gem, Ainbition's Plume, 


Nor Cytherea's fading Bloom, 


Be Objects of my Pray'r: 
Let Av'rice, Vanity, and Pride, 


These glitt'ring envy'd Toys divide 


The dull Rewards of Care. 


To me thy better Gifts impart, 


Each moral Beauty of the Heart 
By studious Thought refin'd : | 
For Wealth, the Smiles of glad Content, 


For Pow'r, it's amplest, best Extent, 


An Empire o'er my Mind. 
When Fortune drops her gay Parade, 
When Pleasure's transient Roses fade, 

And wither in the Tomb: 
Unchang'd is thy immortal Prize, 
Thy ever-verdant Laurels rise 

In undecaying Bloom. 

By thee protected, I defy 
Tae Coxcomb's Sneer, the stupid Lie 
Of Ignorance and Spite: | 


Wn 


4,37 
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Alike contemn the leaden Fool, 
And all the pointed Ridicule 
Ok undiscerning Wit. 


From Envy, Hurry, Noise, and Strife, 
The dull Impertinence of Life, 
In thy Retreat I rest: 
Pursue thee to the peaceful Groves, 
Where Plato's sacred Spirit roves 

In all thy Graces drest. | 


He bid Ilys5us' tuneful Stream 
Convey thy philosophic Theme 
Of Perfect, Fair, and Good: 
Attentive Athens caught the Sound, 
And all her list'ning Sons around, 
In awful Silence stood, 


Reclaim'd, her wild licentious Youth, 
Confest the potent Voice of Truth, 
| And felt it's just Controul: | 
The Passions ceas'd their loud Alarms, 
And Virtue's soft persuastve Charms 
O'er all their Senses stole. 
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Thy Breath inspires the Poet's Song, 
| The Patriot's free unbiass'd Tongue, 
5 So The Hero's gen'rous Strife: 
| | Thine are Retirement's silent Joys, 
= And all the sweet-endearing Ties 

Of still, domestic Life, 


No more to fabled Names confin d, 
To Thee! Supreme, all- perfect Mind, 
My Thoughts direct their Flight; 
* 1/:5dom's thy Gift, and all her Force 
From Thee deriv'd unchanging Source 
Of intellectual Light! 


O End her sure, her steady Ray 
To regulate my doubtful Way, 
| Thro' Life's perplexing Road: 
The Mists of Error to controul, 
And thro' it's Gloom direet my Soul | 
To Happiness and Good., 


Beneath her clear discerning Eye, 


See St. James i. 5. & 17. 
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The visionary Shadows fly: 

Of Folly's painted Show: 
She sees, thro' ev*ry fair Disguise, 
That all, but Virtue's solid Joys, 
Is Vanity and Woe. 


ODE TO HOPE, 


Q-rnovh - 7 

Who: on some rough Rock's highs 
Woo'st the propitious gale; 

And sit'st with straining' sight 
To catch the long expected sail; 

With eyes fixt on the Visionary Verge, 
Where, in murmurs soft, high heaves, 

To kiss heav'ns canopy, the swelling Surge, 
Which seams to meat the wave, anita Salute 
receives. FIR 5 
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While Flattering Fancy pourtrays oft the sail, 
That from the far-off billows seems to rise, 7 
Tho? soon withdrawn the dear deluding . 


No more it meets thy eager eyes! 


And tho! thy heaving breast, 
By the full swell of grief be rent, 

Still dark Despair is not thy bosom's guest; 
Still forward thy expecting eyes are bent. 


O Thou! 
From whose full train 
Despair, with hollow eye, 
And pinching Poverty and Pain, 
And mirth-contemning Melancholy fly 
Hail! for often hast thou sooth'd this breast, 


And when my heart would give full sway, 


And the dark dictates of despair obey, 
Thou, Hope, hast bid my bosom' $ watts 
rest ! 


Vet not to any clime alone 

Is thy soothing sway confin'd; 
Where'er I fling my eye tis known, 

Thy power is felt by all mankind, 
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Yon Captive, on whose woe-worn form no gale 
Has deign'd to blow for many a ling'ring day; 
Who long has ceas'd the voice of friend to hail, 
Who long has ceas'd to feel the solar ray; e 
| Yet still the hapless wretch, tho' in his breast 
Swoln Sorrow dwell, and slow consuming Grief, 
| Hopes as at night he lays him down to rest, 

Returning morning will afford relief. 


The drooping Damsel, Whose lov'd swain afar 

Is seeking honour on the tented plain, ö 

Feeds with fond hopes her bosom, that from war 

| Safe to her arms he will return again: 
And should he not eee e be fall, 

To woe-dispensing war à victim giv'n, | | 
Still hopes she hence, when death at length 

Shall call, 
To meet him 1 in the blizful bow'rs of Heaven. 


Oh! Still then, 2 my aching mind, 
Hope, thy lenient balsam pour, 

And bid me happiness expect to find 
Beyond the present hapless hour! 

Oh! from my bosom drive Despair, 
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For does not my sad sight su we 

Thy pallid care-worn cheek adown- | 
The trickling tear, Max 14, stray, "if 

m me, what thou wilt not own'?' 


* not my 1 cries, 
And view I not their up-turn'd eyes, 
That speak their wants, and bid my 2 brain 
Burst madd'ning ow Os. | 
Oh! still then, o'er my aching mind, 
Hope, thy sogthing balsam pour, | 
And bid me happiness expect to find  _—_ 
When this heart heaves, this bosom he . no 
e 
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ODE TO ROMANCE. 


War wildly-beauteous form, 
High on the summit of yon bicrown'd hill, 
Lovely in horror, takes her dauntless stand? 
Tho? speds the thunder there its deep'ning way, 
'Tho' round her head the lightnings play, 
Undaunted she abides the storm; 
She waves her magic wand. 
The clouds retire, the storm is still; 
Bright beams the sun unwonted light around, 
And many a rising flower bedecks the el 


d. : 
£ 2 25 4 


Romance! I know thee now, 
I know the terrors of thy brow; 
I know thine aweful mein, thy beaming eye; 
And lo! whilst mists arise around, 
| Yan(cax, that cleaves the pregnant cond} 
Two ery * whirl her Fug the sky; 


— 
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| | Es Her milder sister loves to rove 

| ; | 5 | Amid Parnassus' laurell'd grove, 
1 | On Helicon's harmonious side, 

; To mark the gurgting'streamlet glide; 

Meantime, thro* wilder scenes and sterner sk ies, 

From clime to clime the ardent genius flies, 


She speeds to yonder shore, & 
Where ruthless tempests roar, 
Where sturdy winter holds his northern reign, 
Nor vernal suns relax the ice-pil'd plain: 
Dim shadows circle round her secret seat, 
Where wandering, who approach shall er 
The wild wolf rend the air 
Tho! the cloudy-mantled sxy 
Shall see the imps of darkness fly, 
And hear the sad scream from the grim retreat 3 
Around her throne <-. 
Ten thousand dangers lurk, most fearful, most 


' | Unknown, 


On - 


Fiction of Romance, popular in Scandinavia 
at an early period. 


n, 


ia 
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Yet lovelier oft' in milder sway, 

She wends abroad her magic way; 
The holy prelate owns her power ; 
In soft'ning tale relates 
The snowy Ethiop's matchless charms, 
The outlaw's den, the clang of arms, 

And love's too-varying fates; 
The storms of persecution lower, | 
Austere devotion gives the stern command, 

* Commit yon impious legend to the fires; — 
Calm in his conscious worth, the Sage retires, 
And saves the invalu'd work, and quits the ank 

| less land; 

High tow'rs his name the sacred list 4 
And ev'n the priest“ is Prais d who wrote of 
> blameless love. 


Acad the tower, whose wall infolds 
Young Trora's blooming charms, 


* Heliodorus chose rather to be deprived of his ee 
than burn his Ethiopics. The bishop's name would 
have slept with his fathers, the romancer is remem- 
. | 


— cee Es his 3 Folds 
The warrior clasps his Shaggy arms, 
The monster falls, the, damsel is the spoil; 
Matchless reward of 'Rz6NzR's* matchless toil, 


Around the patriot board, 
The Knights t attend their lord; 
The martial sieges hov'ring o'er, 

Enrapt the genius views, the dauntless band; 
Still prompt for innocence to fight, F 
Or quell. the pride of proud en 8 

might, 5 

They Kh" intrepid o'er the wt 
She gives them to the minstrel lore, 
Hands down her Lear 8 peerless 

name, 
Repays her TR ISTRAu's woes with fame; 
Borne on the breath. of song, 


. he monary of th 
throng. 


. Fin exploit of the celebrated: Regren Lodbrog.. 
+ Knights of the round Table. 
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s, Foremost mid the peers of France, * | 
OrranDo hurls the death-fraught lance; 
Where Dx II DANA aims the blow, 

L To darkness sinks the faithless fe; 
The horn with magic sound | 
Spreads deep dismay around; | l | 0 
Unborn to bleed, the chieftain goes, ; 9 
And scatters wide his Paynim foes; . | | 
The genius hovers o'er the purple plain | 4.3 
Where OLivexo tramples on the slain; | 
Baya Do speeds his furious course, | - + 
High towers Roczrxo'in his matchless force, | | 


Romance the heighten'd tale has caught, | 

Forth from the sad monastic cell, 

| Where fiction with devotion loves to dwell, 5 
The sacred legend i flies with _ a wonder { 
_ fraught; | | 


* The Paladines f France, 


T3 TR of ; OR the life of a Saint, Archbichop 
Turpin was better employed in fatnfymg the SAY 


ef Cs) ac 


— 
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| Deep roll the papal® thunders round, 
And everlasting wrath to rebel reason sound. 


Hark! Superstition sounds to war's alarms, 


War stalks o'er Palestine with scorching breath, 


And triumphs in the feast of death; 
All Europe flies to arms: 
Enthusiast courage spreads her piercing 1 
Devotion caught the cry, and woke the echo 
around. | 


| Romance} before the army flies, Fry 
New scenes await her wondering eyes; 


Awhile she firms her Go REx's throne, 
And makes Arabia's magic lore her own. 


And hark! resound, in mingled sound, 
The clang of arms, the shriek of death; _ 
Each streaming gash bedews the ground, 2 
And deep and hollow groans load the last strug- 
gling breath: | 


* A bull was is5ned, commanding all good citizens to 
believe Ariosto's poem, founded upon Turpin's history. 


+ Arabian fictions ingrafted on the Gothic romance, 
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Wide thro! the air the arrows fly, 
Darts, Shields, and swords, commix'd appear; 
Deep is the cry, when thousands die, 1 

When Coxux DE Lion's arm constrains to fear: 
Aloft the battle- axe in air S 

Whirls around confus'd despair; 

Nor Acre's walls can check his course, 

Nor Sarzin millions stay his force. 


Indignant, firm the warrior stood, 

The hungry lion gapes for foud ; 

His fearless eye beheld him nigh, | 
Unarm'd, undaunted, saw the beast 3 

Romance, o'erhovering, saw the monster die, 


And scarce herself believ d the more than wond rous 


deed. 


And now, with more terrific mein, 
She quits the sad degenerate scene; 
With many a talisman of mightiest pow'r, 
Borne in a rubied car, sublime she flies; 


Fire breathing griffins waft her thro' the skies; 


Around her head the innocuous tempest lowers, 


my POEMS, $ACRED aid aaron ; 


To Gallia's favour'd realm she goes, 
And quits her 2 _ and PRO her lovely 
rose. * 


Imagination waves her wizard wand, 
Dark shadows mantle o'er the land; 

The light'nings flash, the thunders sound, 
Convulsive throbs the labouring ground; 

+ What fiends, what monsters, circling _— 
arise! | 

High towers of fire oft aspire, 
Deep yells resound amid the skies, 
Vlad in arms, to Fame's alarms 

Her e warrior ies. 


By Fiction s shield secure, for many a year 
O'er cooler reason held the genius rule; 


But lo! CERvANTES waves his pointed spear, 


Nor Fiction's Shicld can stay the spear of ridicule, 


® Romance of the Rose, written zoon after the 
Crusades. 2 


I Early Prose Romances, originally Spanish. 
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The blameless warrior comes; he first to wield 
His fateful weapon in the martial field ; 
By him created on the view, 
' Ancania's vallies bloom anew, 
And many a flock o'erspreads the plain, 

And love, with innocence, assumes his reign: ' 
= Protected by a warrior's name, Ha] 
The kindred warriors live to fame: 

Sad 1s the scene, where oft from Pity's eye 
Diescends the sorrowing tear, 

As high the ne chieftain lifts Fro 


spear, 
And gives the deadly blow, — Sees Pa RTHENIA 
die! 
Where, where such virtues can we See, 
Or where such valour, Sv h EY, but in thee? 
O, cold of heart, shall pride assail thy shade, 
Whom all Romance could fancy nature made? 


Soul, Fame, thy loudest blast, 
For SPEXSER pours the tender strain, 


And * shapes to glowing forms the motley train; 


* Fictions of Romance, allegorized by Shencer, | 


* 


r 
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The ud tribes around 


Await his potent sound, 
And o'er his head Romance her bri ghtest Plendors 
cast. 
Deep thro? the air let sorrow's 1 wave! 
For penury o'er SpENSER's friendless head 
Her chilling mantle spread; 
For Genius cannot save! 
Virtue bedews the blameless poet's dust; 
But fame, exulting, clasps her favorite's laurel'd | 
bust. N 


Fain would the 1 Muse, to thee, Ross av, 
Pour forth the energic thanks of gratitude; 
- Fain would the raptur'd lyre ecstatic glow, 
To whom Romance and Nature form'd all 
*pood: | | 
Guide of my life, too weak these lays, 
| To pour the unutterable praise; 
| 'Thine aid divine for ever lend, 
Still as my gurdian sprite attend; 
Unmov'd by Fashion's flaunting throng, 
Let my calm stream of life smooth its mcek course 
along: 
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Let no weak vanity dispense 
Her vapors o'er my better sense; 
But let my bosom glow with fire, 
Let me strike the soothing lyre, 
Altho' by all unheard the melodies expire. 


ODE TO DEVONSHIRE, 


Hair, Devon! in thy bosom let me rest, 
And pour forth music from my raptur'd breast : 
Pl stray thy meadow'd hills 
And plains along, 
And loudly sing the widely-varied song, 
Tracing thy rivers, and thy bubbling rills. 


* 


Oft, rising from the sea, che tempest lours, 
And buoy'd on winds the clouds majestic sail, 
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| Which ater 3 in es wk 8 

Swelling the ee which gude thro' every 
vale; 

Vet are the marshy plains bedeck'd with 1 

And balmy sweets are borne on every gale. 


Where Dart romantic winds its mazy course, 
And mossy rocks adhere to woody hills, 
From whence each creeping rill its store distils, 

And wandering waters join with rapid force; | 
There Nature's hand has wildly. Strewn her 

flowers, 

And varying aicupects strike the 1 eyes; 

Rough- hanging woods o'er cultur'd hills arise; 

Ihick ivy spreads around huge antic towers; 
; And fruitful groves, 
Scatter their blossoms fast as falling Showers, 
Perfuming ev'ry stream which o'erthe landscape 
| pours. | 
Along the grassy banks how sweet to stray, 
When the mild eve smiles in the gjowing west, 
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And lengthen'd shades proclaim departing day, 
And fainting sun- beams in the waters play, 
When every bird seeks its accustom'd rest! 
Ho grand, to see the burning orb descend, 
And the grave sky wrapp'd in its nightly robes, 
Whether resplendent with the starry globes, 
Or silver'd by the mildly-solemn moon, 
When nightingales their lonely songs resume, 
And folly's sons their babbling noise suspend! 


Or when the darkening clouds fly o'er the sea 
And early morning beams a chearful ray, 
Waking melodious songsters from each tree; 
Ho sweet beneath each dewy hill 
Amid the pleasing shades to stray, 
Where nectar'd flowers their sweets distil, 
Whose watery pearls reflect the day! hs 
To scent the jonquil's rich perfume, 
To pluck the hawthorn's tender briats, 
As wild beneath each flowery hedge 
Fair strawberries with violets bloom, 
And every joy of spring cotispires! 
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Nature's wild songsters from each bush and tree 
Invite the early walk, and breathe delight; 
What bosom heaves not with warm sympathy 
When the gay lark salutes the new-born light? 
Hark! where the shrill- ton'd thrush, 
Sweet whistling, carols the wild harmony! 
The linnet warbles, and from yonder bush 
The robin pours soft strains of melody! 


Hail, Devon! while through thy lov'd woods I 
| , 
O! let me loudly pour the grateful * = 
Tell each luxuriant bank where violets grow, 
Each mazy vale, where fragrant woodbines wind, 
How much of their bewitching charms they 
To the sweet peace which fills my happy mind. 
Ah! where again will it such pleasures find? 
O, lov'd society! the heartfelt la 
Is all the humble Muse can now bestow ; : 
Thy praises still I sing, as on I stray, . 
Writ in my heart amid each strain they flow. 
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ODE TO LIBERTY, 


' REHEARSED AT THE CROWN AND ANCHOR, 


JULY 14, 1791. 


4 


Frrexws os THE woRLD! this festive day 

Might sure demand a prouder lay, 

Than ever bursting from. the Theban's heart, 

Taught ofer the victor's. lids the A tear 
to start. 

But, O! he sung the 8 train, 

Who struggled on the Pythian plain, 

And of immortal verse profuse, 

Hail'd the compulsive lord of Syracuse. 

*Twas his, with eager hands to bind 

A myrtle wreath upon the fetter'd mind, 

And force degrading, prejudice to please. 

But hence, far hence be themes like these, 

Tyrannic infants, fools of state, | 

And such as ignorance deem'd THE GREAT, 


2 
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Have now their tinsel lustre lost; 
The feeblest bard of modern time 
May higher well his daring rhyme, 

A richer execellence may boast ! 
With rapture point the yaTRIOT BAND 
Who $av'd a desolated land, 
Who made a fallen people REI, 

And fix'd on truth's broad base, the 1 PER 
LIBERTY, 

Have kings and nobles e alone ? 

Is this prolific globe their own ? 

And is the mingled mass beside 

Form'd as the creature of their pride? 


Not 80,—the dire deception o'er, 
Mankind can now mankind adore; 


Nor bauble crowns, nor regal toys, 


Shall cheat them of their natural joys, 


Nor shall they more, by artifice subdued, 
Kiss the oppressor's . * A $WINISH MULTI> 


TVS"; | 
Fill high the animating Sting 
And let the electric ruby pass, _ 
From hand to hand, from soul to soul; 


POEMS, SACRED AND MORAL. 13) 


Who shall the energy controul p 
Exalted, pure, refin'd, 
The health of human kind! 
The angel Freedom, from celestial wing, 
O'er ev'ry clime new bliss shall fling, 
Dissolve the mental frost that reigns 
On silent Lapland's dark domains ; 


Cheer the black natives of the burning zone, 
And bid to ALL the rights of ALL be known: 


| Till from his height each despot shall be 


hurl d, - 


AND. REASON BEAR ALOFT THE. FASCES OP 


THE WORLD. 
Have not the titled sons of earth 
Usurp'd prerogative of birth, 

As tho appropriate to descent, 
Were high and noble sentiment ? 
What sentiments can noble be, 
But those of truth and liberty? 


And what can dignity dispense, 


But justice and benevolence? 


And are not these the common Share, 


Of all who breathe this vital air ? 


And has not kind, impartial heav'n, 1 
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To ev'ry rank an equal feeling giv'n? 
Virtue alone. should vice subdue, 
Nor are the many baser than the EW. 
Henceforth shall fair opinion rise 
To give to all their proper state, 
Due honours to the good and wise, 
And to the vile contempt and hate: 
By no hereditary plea, 

Shall proud conspicuous folly a 
The laws of truth shall make men REE, 
And these are Laws DIVINE, | 
Then Britons think, that, chains to _ 
Is but to linger in despairz /{ - 
Think on the blood your fathers shed, 


And venerate the mighty dead: 
| Or should contending factions eber presume, 
By Smiles, or frowns, to fix your doom, 


Assert the hallow'd Rights which nature gave, 
And let your last, best vow bo—FREEDOM OR 
THE GRAVE, 


AN ODE 


iN TXITATION or ALCAUS, 


BY SIR W. JONES, 


Wuar constitutes 4 state ꝰ 
Not high- rais d battlement andlabour'd mound, 
Thick wall or moated gate; 

Not cities proud, with spires and W 
Not bays and broad-arm'd ports, 

Where, laughing at the storm, rich navies a age: ; 
Not starr'd and spangled courts, _ 

Where low-bred bazeness wafts perfume. t to 

| pride : - : 

Ne N, high · minded men, 

With powers as far above dull brutes endu , 
In forest, brake, or den, 
As beasts excel cold rocks and brambles rude; 
Men, who their duties know, 
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But know their n and knowing, dare main- 
Tall, 
Prevent the long-aim'd blow, 


Andcrushthetyrant while they rend the chain: 


These constitute a state, 

BY And sovereign law, that state's collected {wit 
1 | O'er thrones and globes elate, 

1 Sits empress, crowning good, * in; 

| Smit by her sacred frown, 

1 The fiend Dissention like a vapour sinks, 

1 Hy e'en the all-dazzling crown 

| Hides his faint rays, and at her bidding thinks, 
2 Such was this heaven-lov'd isle, | 

7 Than Lesbos fairer, and the Cretan shore; 
3 | N o more shall Freedom smile? 
1 Sͤghall Britons languish, and be MEN no more . 
| Since all must life resign, 5 . 


N . he e Sweet rewards that rome the brave, | 
Tis folly to decline, 
Peer inglorivus to to a lent grove” 5 
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ODE 


10 THE GENIUS OF BRITAIN. 


Gex1vs of Britain! Was it thou; 
From whom th' admiring nations taught 
That sense of right, that patriot glow, 
| That love of science, force of thought, 
; Which o'er Oppression's face diffuse 
Guilts wild paleness—terror's des? 
Genius of Britain! is it thou, 
To whom the vales of Gallia fair, 
| The beauteous banks of Delaware, | 
Their dearest, best of TOs: the Re anden 
_ owe? 


It was not thou! The hand which sow'd, 
Would ne'er with impious hate have striv'n 
To blast the boon its love bestow'd, 

Those blossoms dear to Man and Heaven. 
The natural mother would not so 
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Direct the murd'rous desperate blow, 


Against the offspring of her womb, 
As when a cross the Atlantic wave, 
Thy veteran legions, vainly brave, 


Were sent to crush the birth they idoliz'd at home. 


It is not thou! From Amand's wood, 


What means the dire, conflicting sound? 


Angels of mercy !—lIs it blood | 
Which dyes so dreadfully the ground? 
What mighty motive thus has join d 
The butchers fierce of human kind, 
The lust of power, or lust of spoil? 

Say whence the murderous phrensy springs? 
Is this the fav'rite game of Kings ?* 


Are these the blest effects of consecrating oil? - 


© 


But who are those whose timely aid 
The routed ranks of slavery cheers, 
Midst hosts of tremblers undismay'd ? 


My country! do they call thee theirs? 


* & [Way is a game that were their Subjects wie 


King's would not play at.“ corn. 
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6 Ah! wo are these, exclaims the host 

Of Patriots, in amazement lost; 

Can Freemen—Freemen wish t'enthral p.. 
Their bosoms heave with gen'rous throes, 
Their hearts refuse to call them foes, 

And not a Briton drops, but France bewails his 
Tabs: 


Source of all guilt and all distress! 
Detested war !—whate'er thy plea, 

'The votaries of the Prince of Peace 

No fellowship can have with thee; 

But, when to introduce again 
Oppression's harpies, slavery's chain, 
And superstition's glozing crew; 

When to perpetuate vice and woe, 
Thou bid'st the streams of crimson flow, 
What words, invented yet! can paint th' abhor- 
rence due. ä 


Sweet Muse of History! as thy art 
The l>mentable scene displays, 

I see the workings of thy heart, 
I-feel-the lightning of thy praise! 
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Oh! hide it, hide it, Muse sublime, 

Where the keen eye of future time 

The dismal record ne'er may find: N 

Nor in the number of the year 

Let that opprobr'ous day appear 95 5 
When Freemen join'd the league of Courts against 


Mankind! 


ODE 
RECITED AT Tie MEETING OF THE FRIENDS 
Or THE LIBERTY OF THE PRESS, 


JUNE 15, 1 793 · 


Wurz crush'd beneath a barbarous host 
Rome's Arts were with her Empire lost, 

A midnight darkness gathering round, 

Mankind in mental thraldom bound; EI 
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Confind to cloister'd walls alone, 

The light of science dimly shone; | 
And only served to show howthick the Abbe, 
Like the faint lamp that glimmers in the tomb. 
For superstition held her reign; 7 

| Whilst Priests combined, a ready train, 
Her throne on ignorance to rear, 
And rule her Slaves by hope and fear: 

Obsequious, midst the trembling croud, 
Slaves of their arts, e'en Monarchs bow'd; 

Force join'd with fraud to aid th* unhallow'd plan, 
And Tyrants leagued with Priests, the foes of man. 


Long was the night, and thick the gloom, 


Till from Invention's Truitful womb 


Again bade Science bless the earth. — 
i | O, Art, Whose magic spell can bind 


1 The wand'ring oftspring of the mind; | 

. And when mature, to due perfection brought, 
Immortal . the fleeting form of en ag. | 

„ * Printing. 

f : | 


That Art* sprung forth, whose happy birth | 5 
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Taught in one centre to combine, 
By thee the rays of Science shine; 
While in thy strong illumin'd page 
Beams forth the light of many an age; 
Learning, no more to schools confin'd, 
Her lustre sheds on all mankind; 
Secure from Time, from Envy's base controul, 
She spreads from clime to clime, from soul to 
„ „ 


Arous'd at length, tho' long deprest, 
As from a dream, the slumb' ring breast 
To life and energy awoke, 
Spurn'd Superstition's galling yoke; 
Fetter'd no more by slavish rules, 
And the vile jargon of the schools 
It learn'd its powers and privilege, to scan, 
And claim'd its freedom, Heaven's best cin to man. 


The chains of Rome then Britain > 
Impatient of a foreign yoke; 

Her sons, to Freedom ever dear, 

Were foremost in the proud career: 


render. SACRED, AND MORAL. 5 


"A long her 1 strove in vain 

To rivet a domestic chain: 
No end of the fieree contest Europe e 
Till Liberty n on the firm base of lr. 


Tas in 8 Abe 
That Patriot Hampden fell in fight, 
And Sydney on a scaffold died; 


Illustrious pair, your country's pride! 
T' avenge your deaths one Monarch bleds 
Hurl'd from his throne another fled. _ 
Eventful deeds, from which this lesson springs, 
The people make the laws, and laws are _ 
for Kings! 


| 0 say 1 in this trying hour 5 

Of Rights opposed to Tyrant Po-wer; 

Say, shall a dastard British race, 

The slaves of pension and of place, 

Stoop to resume their ancient yoke, 

And forge those chains their fathers broke ? 
Shall men shall Britons for the husks of 

swine, | 

Barter their native Highs. and heritage divine 7 
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BR N While others struggle to be free, 
1 al | Unmov'dshall we the contest ce? 
j { OO Shall we our native rights forego, 
And own a Friend in Freedom's Foe? 
O prize those rights so dearly won, 
The sacred gift of sire to son! | 
And, as you prize those rights, think, ere too late, 
Of Despots faith, and Poland's hapless fate! 


No common ill alarms our zeal, 5 
Excites our cares for Britain's weal; 
To the best safeguard of our land, 
Have we not seen destruction plann'd; 
'The Press, our Freedom's dearest part, 
a Assail'd in turns by force and art: 
| While Judges, terrors of the law, decree, 
And Clubs combine to overawe the free. 


While Freedom's foes around combine, 
Say, shall her friends remain supine ? 
A triumph gain'd to Freedom's cause 
Demands this day our thanks—applauss— 
Jo one whase worth all price outweighs; 
Whom hut to name is highest praise: 


: 
» _ l 2 oy 2 
"EXE Fo 5. Oe * 
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Ey x, form'd by Heav'n on that exalted plan, 
That nature may Stand up and ay, This i is a 
Man. 

&« That Juries shall in all decide; | 

& Their voice the law, and facts their guide: — 

That sacred principle now stands | 

To guard the Press from impious hands: 

The Press—Palladium of our Isle! 

On which depends the holy pile | 
Of Laws and Rights, which many an age hag 
5 „ 
Rear'd by our father's hands, cemented by their 


\ 


O, venerate the sacred Wut; 
And to yourselves your children just J 
*Gainst private interest, party rage, 8 
The noble war of Freedom wage: 
Though dangers menace your career, 
In Freedom's cause can Britons fear? 
Vour children claim the rights your fathers gave: 
Rights bought with life tis yours to die or save. 
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ODE TO SCIENCE. 


Trxzxnz are who skim the stream of life, 

And catch delight from every passing gale; 

No doleful sounds their ears assail, | 
Nor heed they Nature's strife, 

Bright skies illume their dawning day, 
While Music wakes its magic powers, ö 

No clouds obstruct their noon-tide ray, 

And to soft measures move their evening hours. 
Gaily its course the motley vessel glides, 
As Pleasure at the helm, a laughing beauty, guides. 


Their destin'd course some lonely bend, 
And no propitious gales attend; 
While direful notes are heard Fromm far, 
The scream of woe, the din of war: 75 
*Midst Struggling Storms their mornings doubtful 
rise; 


Sullen and slow 1 their hours along; | 


# 
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M id scowling tempests Py their western skies, 
Nor soothes their ear the cheerful voice of song. 


But lo! the sons of Genius stand, 
And Science open spreads her volume fair, 
And Friendship waves her hand 
To check the child of Mirth, to woech the child 
of Care; | 
Nature assumes her smiling form, 
| Like ocean resting from a storm: 
From distant India's pearly shores, 
From mystic Egypt's latent stores, 
Or where in, Grecia's tuneful groves 
The graces wanton'd with the loves, 
Lo! Science comes, and takes her awful seat, 
While Genius glides along, her queen's advance 
to greet, | 


| The blooming wreath of rapturous praise, | 
Now weave with vari'd ill, and conscious 
pride, 
As when, near Pisa's laurell'd ede, 
The Theban wove the living bays: 
Of brow serene, and port sublime, 


: 


| Immortal Science, hail! To thee, 


Bright with the spoils of ancient time, 


We yield the crown, we bend the willing knee. 
Io thee the virtues all obedient rise, 


And Truth with unveil'd face, and clear 3 
ed ** 


« Ye sons of mirth, and sons of care, 
I the bow'r of bliss prepare; 

Near me stream ambrosial show'rs: 

« Near me bloom immortal. flow'rs; 
“Oh! Hither then your erring courses bend; 
Here Mirth's wild crew may haply find a friend; 
So on near my side shall Care forget to grieve, 


C And pining Melancholy dare to live.“ 


Thus Science spake aloud when, o! 


By Fancy's eye were seen the Sacred choir, 
That taught with vivid glow | 
T he canvass first to Shine, that wak'd the 
melting lyre: 
And round and round their queen they move, 
| Symphonious to the voice of Love, 
Nor did in vain the thrilling dart 


„ 
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ot Muse pierce the wy heart, 
Till ev'ry discord died away, a 
As clouds before the solar ray. 


Through the wide earth th' harmonic chords re · 


sound, | 
. While Rapture lifts her voice, and Gooduem 
smiles around. | | 


= 


ODE | 
TO THE MEMORY OE ROUSSEAU.s 


| Mo JA of the mighty mia. | 
Why force my hand to strike the Theban ret 
Where am 1? whither do I wander wild 
Frenzied i in Phantasy? 


* 4 Free 8 of the Hymn to Sian 
composed on transferring his remains to the Pantheon, 
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80 I exclaim when Virtue claims the song. 


No common path the Muse 
In measur d steps must tread 
Io reverence Rovssx AV 
Abrupt her pace sublime 
Around the sages tomb. 


 Rovsszav disdain d to raise 
A cloudy incense round the dizzied head, 


He loved simplicity ; 
And simple be the rites that mark this 4. 
And if his mighty name 


Inflame the raptur'd mind, 
"Lox Nature free from Art's restraints 


Wik hand empassion'd strike the lyre. 


To the Pax THION Oopens—it awaits 
This Phenix— this W son 
Of Sensibility. N 
And would We now ider 
Rejoice his parted soul p 
Present we to his eyes, 
That gleam with keen delight, 
The wanton child that sports 
Blithesome in Youth's gay morn, 
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I be little babe that smiles 
And hangs delighted on his mother's breast, 


Crrizkxs, 
It is the Man of Nature tis Rouss kau. 
No more we greet him now 
With cold and listless look, 
For we are:slaves no more! 
To woodland scenes he fled, 
When Fashion with her courtly crew 
Throng'd in PAR is' flaunting streets. 
The courtly crew are fled 
| PARIS 1s FREE— | 
And here the Man of Nature comes to rest. 


A chepherd's lowly hut 


Was once the temple that enshrin'd Rovsszav,. 


From thence his ardent mind 
With truth oracular 
| Reform'd an erring world. 
And when the inexorable hand of Death 
Had child that heart to rest, 
His Genius still survived; 
And his far-emanating ray of mind 
Flash'd thro? Oppression's veil, 


EE ˙ . 


3 
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4 3 | __ Txz1.1's well-sharp'd arrow pierc'd 
s 1 3 Oppression's mailed strength, 
N 1 | And on Cotunsia's desolated plain 
2 Thy hand, illustrious Wasrxerex! ne 
7 | The rebel tyrant's pride. 


| In fancied terrors clad 
| | Oppression still survived. 
12 Man of Nature seized his magie pen 
Before his magic pen | 
The fancied terrors fled. 


Truth! in what depths profound 
Oppression plung'd thee down! 
With what a haughty front 
The monster chaced thee to thy native skies 
O sacred Liberty! 
But He, the dauntless sage 
Stretch'd forth his arms, at once 
To rear thee from thy dungeon depths, 
Immortal Truth! 
And from his seat in Heaven 
Draw down the saviour Liberty. 


When on the abuse of power „ os 
And moral truths sublime, 
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He flash'd his eagle eye, 
Full, as the ocean flood, rush'd forth 
The torrent of his eloquence. _ 
For Julia's high soul'd love, 
For Julia's poignant woe, 
Full flows the tide of soul. 
On his Emilius shines 
Philosophy's strong ray. 
And at Rovsstav's command 
Obedient Harmony bed 
- Awol the tones that melt the reptur'd cou. 


| Dark-brow'd Fanaticism 
On him her enemy | 
Pour'd forth the zealot cry. 
Envy with hideous smile 
Pour'd all her rage on him 
Held he the buckler of a blameless life. 
To woodland scenes he fled, 
And sought in solitude | 
To soothe the bitter pang of Memory. 


Such the sublime expansion of his mind, 
Such was his daring energy of soul, | 
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And such his independent stoicism, 
TO France enslaved 
RouvsszAu was then 
What to the Ry beside 
REGENERATE France i is now. 


 - 


My friends I hear his voice— 


Here he would wreath the garland for his brow. 


His native myrtle twin'd 


With the pale poplar pluck'd from Ermenonville 
Her cypress Science sends, 


And Nature from her rich salubrious store 


Enweaves the grateful balm. 
For laurels ever green 
To the Rxruxl ic turks his prophet eye. 


Spring o'er histomb shall spread her earliest flowers. 


HERE ILIES Ross Au. 
The Man of Nature rests him here in peace 
The Nation that enshrines 
In Virtue's fane his dust, 
Proclaims him not a God, 
But the most perfect of his images! 


Pd 
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ODE FOR. THE ANNIVERSARY 
MEETING OF THE SUBSCRIBERS TO 
THE: LITERARY. FUND, 


APRIL 21, 1795s 


— 
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Ys Sacred Bards of elder time, 
Whose genius breath'd celestial fire? 
Whose heartfelt rapture soar' d in songs sublime, 
Whose magic fingers swept the sounding lyre! 
Who, proud th” heroic chief to crown, 
Wove the bright chaplet of renown, 
Or told in soft and melting strains 
The fond despairing lover's pains, 
Or with your animating breath 
Kindled the patriot's gen'rous zeal, 
And bade him for his country's weal b 
Brave the stern tyrant's power, and smile in death! 


Blest spirits from your starry a | ; 
Where, clad in robes of sapphire hue, 
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1 Ve sit enthron'd, oh deign to view 
| = | This flow of sympathy divine, 
It | This social homage to the Nine, 
= Which sweet Benevolence endears! 
And, whilst the voice of Pity floats + 
In soft, melodious, thrilling notes, 
Wake Inspiration's loftier strain! 
Wake the bright hopes of happier days, 
When poetry again shall raise | 
Her genuine song, and heav'n-born genius reign ! | 


Oh, mark the glories of that age | 

Which lives in Homer's matchless page! 
When kings, when heroes, could admire. 

The glowing verse, th' enraptur'd lyre. 

High on a throne of silver plac'd, 

Their festive halls the poet grac'd; 

And when he tower'd on Fancy's wing, 

And when his touch awak'd the string, 

What sympathetic hearts around 

Re- echoed to the martial sound! 

Again he bade the battle bleed, 

Pour'd vengeance on the astonish'd foe, 

With memory of each glorious deed, 


| FORMS, SACRED AND MORAL, | 1 


Kindled extatic valour's glow. * 

Each warrior chief with fond regard 

Cherish'd the soul-inspiring bard: 

Each felt, with transport felt, his name, £ 
Snatch'd from oblivion's power, and tamp'dwith 

__ deathiless fame. 


[FEST 


Speak, gentle Muse, thy conscious pride, 
Record the trophies of thy way, 


When, with impetuous foaming tide, 

The mighty Theban's deep-ton'd lay! 
Rush'd as the torrent from the mountain's Side, 
Th' Olympic Champion's far fam'd deeds, 

The hardy wresfler and victorious steeds, 

His verse adorn'd with bright renown 

Beyond the statue, or the laurel crown. 

At solemn feasts he shar'd 
The sacred portion for the gods Prepar d. 

In after- ages lov'd, ador'd, | 

'* His awful name 


* Alluding to the story of Alexander having, on 


the the sack of Thebes, spared the house in which 


Pindar had wed, 
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"Ainns nad axy.the houls flame, - 


Quel the fierce victor's ne, avert his vengeful ; 


Sword. 


What 3 Queen of Song, were thine, 
When Rome, in boundless rule enthron'd, 
Proud Rome, thy gentle empire own'd! 
Own'd the mild lustre of thy charms, 
Resign'd for peaceful arts her arms, 

And lov'd thy sons, ador'd thy shrine, 


The imperial master of mankind, 


To soft humanity reſin' d! 
Heard the majestic Mantuan lay, 


Delighted heard the Ausonian lyre 
Mild councils breathe, just deeds inspire, 
And felt the Muse's pow'r that harmoniz'd his 


Sway 


Say, Britain, when, in days of yore, 


"Thy sons *gainst Rome's oppressive band 


Stood dauntless on thy sea-girt shore, 


Stern guardians of their native land; 


And, on the deep-wedg'd ranks of war, 
Impetuous whirl'd the scythed car; 


What pow'r their gen'rous valour fir d! 
The bard, che patriot bard, inspir'd? 
From oak-crown'd glades, 
From mystic shades, 
Where late he chaunted meek nn strain, 
Avenger of his country's wrongs, 
With harp attun'd to martial songs, 

He rush'd indignant to che embattled plain! 
Nor less his voice, midst factieus rage, 
The warrior's maddening steel arrest, 

And sooth to peace his savage breast! 

Taught by his lore in social bands to join, 


All lov'd the gentle bard, all bless'd the song 


But where, ah where! in later dzys 
The bright reward, the gen'rous praise, 
That once adorn'd the tuneful train? 
The reverence genius could command, 
When cherish'd by a grateful land, 
It pour'd a free and virtuous strain p 


Far from the mansions of the great, 
vol. 11. It . 
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ies, — maintains . e date, 
Where, sunk in ease, unfeeling luxury "gh 
Repell'd, the Muse's offspring flies. 
What fiends attend his steps forlorn! 
Gaunt Poverty, with feeble cries, _ 
And wan disease, and taunting scorn! 
These, these, arrest each bolder flight: 
Or, should his fancy nobly dare 
Base Avarice stints the hard- earn'd mite, 
Drives him once more to want, and bids him clasp 


Behold in Misery's drear abode 
A care - worn wretch expire! 
TTis he! the bard whos fancy on” 
With soft yet vivid fire; 
Who, in the tend'rest notes of woe, . 
Bade Belvidera's sorrows flow; 2 | 


0 Whether Otway was u literally ned to death, 5 25 
not certainly known ; but it seems quite certain that 
he died in conseguence of has poverty. of « the " of 
LChatterton * is no *. 
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Whose powerful Muse, beyond controul, 
Could wiring, could agonize the soul! 

And mark that youth with aspect wild! 
Chill Penury's devoted child, 

Who, feigning a rude antique strain, 

Woo'd Fortune's smile, but woo'd in vain. 

Absorb'd in deep despair he lies l 

He pines, he sinks, he dies! | 

| Tll-fated youth! with fostering ray 
Had kind Protection bless'd thy lay, 

And taught the path to well-earn'd fame, 

Britain perchance had gloried in thy name, 

Had hail'd thee prosperous and renown'd, 

By every Muse inspir'd, with every virtue 

crown'd, . Tt 


\ © Ah then, celestial Muse, descend! 

| The glories of thy reign renew: | | $ 
Bright Honour's source, fair Virtue's friend, : 3 ; 
4 Smile on the liberal chosen few! 3 
Congenial hearts alike inspire 

5 Thy genuine sone to cherish and admire: 
Exalt thy votiry's purer mind 
Above the vulgar joys that charm mankind: 
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ROC ROTOR ; | 
Awake the sympathetic glow! | 
Bid the rich stream of bounty flow! 
Again bid drooping genius rise, 
Assert its long-lost rights, and claims its native 


MADNESS, 
WRITTEN ON A CLIFF /AT "CROMER, 


— OY 


Hrvs#, hush, Elizz—hush my love, nor Wake 
With heedless step, yon melancholy form 

In moody trance that sit let no rude noise 
Invade the solemn silence of his soul! 

Mark his wild front, Eliza, and his brows 

That o'er twin glaring eye- balls grimly roll. 
List how the bleak winds whistle round his head, 
Lash his grey locks, and chill his feeble form! 
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"Tis Map w x86 *self, that sighs the live- long night, 
And to the pale moon pours his sorrowing song! 


Tas erst, an aged ghost embroil'd the night, 

When Julia, midst the sinking seamen's how, 

Alone was silent—awas alone resign'd 

And in a world of waters made her grave. 

The shatter'd vessel sank this wretch escap'd, 
And no one liv'd to tell the fearful tale, 

Save his lorn self! 

But ever since, on yonder cragged ditt 

When night rolls darkness from her hundred hills, 

Bereft of reason, this poor piteous soul 

Stalks fearless on the brink, and calls for ! 


Si when heaven ty earth Should em 
| convuls'd; 

When ev'ry toughest oak lies cleft in twain; 
When the rough breakers climb against the rock, 
And drink the ragged splinters as they burst; 
This child of phrenzy loves to sit alone, 
Weave the light sea weed for his Julia's brow, 
Or careless, scatter round the silv'ry sand. 
And oft I've seen him too, in horrid jy © + 
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Play with the forked lightning's deadly l. bach, 
And with wild step to the deep * dance. 


Sometimes, When . Settles on the sea; 

And peaceful billows rock the world to deep; 

With bosam bare, and haggard- eye, pale cheek, 

And all the dread ac companiments of woe, 

He tears his flech—hurls the astonish'd flock _ 

Down the deep beach—and with ungrateful tooth. 

He gnaws the staff that sav'd him from. 2 
tion! 5 


3 ee, Eliza—now he bends his 8 
Now: he calls Julia—now. again he runs 
To clasp a phantom—see how with fond embrace 


He kisses it—and now, my love, he's happy! 
Ah! he starts back —and with an; anger d. arm 


Beats the insulting blast—he feels, alas! 
That every fairest form eludes his grasp, 
That every Julia—is an empty wind! 


hy Supposed to be the Solitary companion of his 
walks, and to have been made out of the plank _ 
which he escaped the wreck, | 


$3.5 
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vis soul! thou hast no interval * Sai 

For at the noon of night, when wearied age 

And love-sick youth lay in the lap of sleep 

| Their languid head, thou talkst alone, and bern 
Thy mournful accent to the list'ning winds! 

Or should thy restless brain; with ranting tir'd,. 

Be lull'd one moment to forgetfulness, _ | 

The next is harrass'd with tormenting dreams, 

So black, so frantic, and so deadly wild—- 

They mock imagination to conceive !: 


Come, come, Eliza, let us quit this dark, 
This melancholy. scene; let us retire - 

To our own peaceful hermitage, my love, 
And to the God of Reason pour. our praise. 
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THE FIRE.SIDE.. 


Drax Chloe, while the busy crowd; | 
The vain, the wealthy, and the proud: 
In folly's maze advance; | 
Tho singularity and pride 

Be call'd our choice; we'll'step aside; 
Nor j Join _ giddy: dance. 


From the 3 we'll oft ka 
To our own family and fire, 
Where love our hours employs ;: 
No noisy neighbour enters here, | 
No intermeddling stranger near, 
To spoil our heart. felt joys. 


If solid happiness we prize, 

Within our breast this jewel lies; 
And they are fools who roam: 

The world has nothing to bestow, 
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From our own selves our joys must flow, 
And that dear hut, our home. 


Of rest was Noah's dove bereft, 
When with impatient wing she left 
That safe retreat, the ark; 

Giving her vain excursion o'er, 
The disappointed bird once more 
Explor d the sacred bark. 


Tho' fools spurn Hymen's gentle powers, 
We, who improve his golden hours, 
By sweet experience know, 
That marriage, rightly understood, 
Gives to the tender and the good 
A 9 below. 


Our babes shall richest comforts bring 
If tutor'd right, they'll prove a 1 
Whence pleasures ever rise: | 
We'll form their minds, with 3 care, 
To all that's manly, good, and fair, 
And train them for the skies. 


. ˙ 1 . . ̃ 


While ca aur wisest 3 engage, 

They'll joy our youth, support: our age, 
And crown our hoary hairs : 

They'll grow in virtue ev'ry day; 

And thus our fondest loves repay,. 
And NO A e 8 


No borrow'd j joys, thy're all our on, 
While to the world we live unknown, 
Or by the world forgot : 1 
Monarchs! we envy not your state; 
We look with, pity on the great, 
And bless our humbler lot. 


| Our portion is nat large, indeed; 
But then how little do we need: 
For nature's calls are few: 
1 In this the art of living lies, 
1 IJ To want no more than may suffice, 
1 | And make that little do. 


We'll therefore relish with content, 
W hate'er kind Providence has sent, 
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Nor aim beyond our pow'r; 
For, if our stock be very small, 

*Tis prudence to enjoy it all, * 
Nor lose the present hour. 


To be resign'd when ills betide; 
Patient when favours are denied, 

And. pleas'd with favours giv'n;: 
Dear Chloe, this is wisdom's part; 
This is. that incense of the heart, 
Whose fragrance smells to heav'n. 


We'll ask no long protracted treat, . 
Since winter life is seldom sweet; | 
But, when our feast is o'er, 
Grateful from table we'll arise, 
Nor grudge our sons, with envious eyes; 
The relics of our store. 
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Thus, hand in hand, thro! life we'll gos. 

Its chequer'd paths of joy and woe 
With. cautious steps well. tread .. 

Quit its vain scenes without a tear. 
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Without a trouble or a fear, 
And mingle witli the dead. 
While conseience, like a faithful friend, 
Shall thro? the gloomy vale attend, 
And cheer our dying breath ; 
Shall, when all other comforts cease, 
Like a kind angel, whisper peace, 
And smooth the bed of death. 
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= "SLAVE TO ORT, BIGOT ro NO SECT,” 


_— You ask, my dear friend, what Religion 1 chuse, 
7 If What modes of belief I profes; 

For wanting Religion, I grant it, the Muse 

Is depriv'd of her beautiful dress. 
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Tis not that Religion impos'd on mankind 
By Popes, crafty Knaves, and Old Nick; 

A $purious Religion, that darkens the mind; 
Tm cankers the soul to the | pee 
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The Miah that from Heaven derives her high 
birth, | 
| Recalls her employments thove; i 


Believing, whilst here a poor pilgrim on Earth, 
| * WINS Religion, of Love. 
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No 1 can this beau Religion deine, 
It baffles all human controul; 


But dwells in the Conscience, a fervour divine, 
To bless and bas the soul. 


By the Great Prince of e tis meck Charity 
nam' d; 
I strive its bright beauties to scan; 
Tis Glory to God, and, as Angels proclaim'd, 


*Tis Peace and Good-will towards Man, 
Far spreads the Religion of Av' rice and Pride, 
From the Tyrent's high rostrum it rings; 
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| 174 POEMS, SACRED AND MORAL. 
Tis Priestcraft in grain, its dominions are wide, 
Well- castled by Bishops and Kings. 


Where find we the realm where Christianity 

N rules? | 
Where its code of Benevolence binds? © | 

The doctrines of Love are made, sadly, the . 
Of selfish malevolent minds. | 


Let Bigots proach up what * hath 
'taught, 
And-Falshood promulge her decrees; 
Be mine the Religion to act as I ought, | 
Whilst hypocrites act as they please. 


In Humility's vals 1 will hide from the storm, 
From Folly's vile minions apart; 8 

What Justice requires I will strive to perform, 
And Mercy shall dwell in my heart. 


The pupil of innocence, Friendship, and Peace, 
My soul with Benevolence fraught; 
This life I will spend, and in Wisdom increase, 
And reason shall govern my thought. 
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. cal mo ther friend; 


I feel, and partike, of their woez 
To the whole human Face wy good-will shall 
And I'll wish I had more to bestow. 


Though TI by villains, though fortune may 
frown, 
I'll patiently bear with my lot; 
Let Gold be the miser's, Content is my own, 
| And. Vanity flies from my cot. 


Thus I'IV live and be good, and not envy the great 


What pleasures they borrow from art:; 
They may:think what they please, but Ambition's 
a cheat, 


That hardens and cankers the Senn; 


Harmless Mirth, now and then, Shall a moment 
employ 
With a friend o'er a temperate 1 
What's lawful in pleasure I'll fearless enjoy, 
As through this dark lab'rinth I pass. 
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To pass through the vale, the deep 'ﬆ 5 4 
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U soon come to 
THE END, 


Death, 
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